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WAS ASHAMED 
F MY HUSBAND 











HOW IMPORTANT IS LOVE IN MARRIAGE? 








for YOU- 
¥ Plus Lovely 
M f N Fy resses that 


Never Cost 
You a Penny! 
NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 


= 
as much as $30.00 a week in your spare time, right in your 

































YOU CHOOSE 


from more than 


100 own neighborhood, and also taking your pick of more 
than 100 beautiful colorful, late-style dresses . . . which 
BEAUTIFUL won’t cost you a single penny! All you do now is mail the 


coupon at the bottom of this page. Don’t send any money 
now or any time. You'll receive absolutely free the most 
thrilling display of gorgeous styles you ever saw... all 
the latest fashions...all the new miracle wonder fab- 
rics like dacron, nylon, orlon, rayon and scores of the 
allimportant sparkling cottons with the glamorous new 
finishes . . . in convertibles, casuals, mix-and-match, 
separates—house dresses, suits, sportswear, and hosiery 
and lingerie too ... also adorable children’s dresses! 
A Up to $30.00 a week cash and the personal dresses you 
select, all without one penny cost are yours just for show- 
ing the beautiful styles and sending only a few orders for 

friends, neighbors, co-workers, and members of your 

family. That’s all! You don’t pay a cent for your own 

dresses—and you can get dress after dress, a whole ward- 

robe, this easy way! What a wonderful way to use your / 
spare hours, evenings, and weekends! So don’t wait. Just 
mail the coupon and everything you need will be rushed 
to you postpaid and ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


STYLES 











































Women like you write exceptional letters like these 











No Longer 2 Hours 
Buys Dresses! Pays $10.00 
The dresses | used to buy My first experience with 
1 now get without paying Harford Frocks netted 
for them! And | make me $10.00 in about 2 
$12.00 to $15.00 ina hours. It was fun, and | 
week spare time besides! made new friends. Mrs. 
DOROTHY HOUGH, Mo. S.W.COLE, West Virginia. 
i R E E =» COUPON BELOW! 
Just write your name, address, and dress size on ¢ Aid 
coupon (paste it on a postcard), and we'll send /, Pa * mi, fy" i 
you the big style display so you can start Jay’ “mF “~ a> 
collecting EXTRA CASH and getting £5,*, ate. a S vt 









, ty ot, 
your personal dresses without cost! A, we +f % Or, » 
wh. athe Sg mt je: 


~ * y * oe 4 *é » j ape 
\. HARFORD FROCKS, Inc. 2%: th3 28% or Beaks 
» Dept. R-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio ge ey aye ty 


* . «4 _ 
ST RE SE Re RR 
In Canada write to: Harford Frocks : ate. * “i a Sine ve wig, as 
(Canada) Ltd., 2241 Lariviere St., A é toe ob ae ie® Ah a ‘ 
Q a te ot. PD he doe am Fer gx. 


ath 
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o ake 
Montreal 24, P. Q. at 3 
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| PASTE ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL! 

|} Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept. R-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 

i] RUSH POSTPAID AND ABSOLUTELY FREE the big, 

1 valuable Harford Frocks Style Display so I can start quickly 

i making extra money in spare time and getting my personal 

; dresses without paying one penny for tiem. 

I 

i G55 1h. 8 db Vs eV ENS RS OT SEU RT ae ODA wee ee we 
SN Winnie Sana wip we inlaaielewiis aepaamiernae eee eeaeun 
BE Aaicck+stewd s3s@neaaeeoeseeeauween EI ree 


In Canada, write 2241 Lariviere St., Montreal 24, P.Q. 
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howard tresses 
‘3 NATIONALLY FAMOUS FOR 
_ GLORIOUS HAIR STYLES and VALUES 


and Desirable - -° 


fF THAT 


ch 
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Become more Lovely 


GIVE YOURSEL 


me 
GLA LooK = 
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ORIGINAL howard STYLES TO 
FIT ALL OCCASIONS 


$12.95 


810: DARLING GLAMOUR. Lustrous curls 
to frame the face in short feather style 
$12.95 









811: Same effect as +810, only heavier 
$15.95 


745: RIVIERA GLAMOUR. Simple French 
look. Straight bang with soft side waves 
of real hair glamour $12.95 























. $3.95 
915: THE CROWN POODLE. Types poodle 715: HOWARD CHIGNON. Made of our]630: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS. Simpy 
curls on net foundation. ..............$12.50] finest imported hair, on a plump wool} pin on. Has invisible nylon net . 
916: Same style, extra thick ........ $14.50 | roll $3.95} 629: As above, Neavier .......ccccvvoond $7.50 


725: Same style larger and thicker $5.75 

















789: CIRCLET GLAMOUR. * Excit- 530: LADY EVE. Covers head * and 571: FEATHER CURLS. For that o- 

ing waves and curls. ............ $12.95 reaches below shoulders ..... $12.85 look. Heavy, 7 inches wide ....$3. 

791: Same as #789, only extra thick 531: Same as #530 only extra thick 572: Same as 571 only 12 — 
$15.95 $15.95 wide $5.95 








ONLY howard ORIGINAL STYLES CAN 
DO SO MUCH FOR YOU 


201: FEATHER PAGE BOY. Double row of $5.50 
lovely feather curls. 12” wide ..... $5.50 agi 

202: Extra Heavy version z a Triple 
NS 










$5.50 






75: Taped crimpy transformation. Crimpy 
hair, a full 18 inches wide and 16 inches 







76: Extra Heavy version ................. $7.50 





ORIGINAL howard HAIRS FOR 2 
PE ge otro MAKE BIG MONEY — BE A howardl- AGENT! 


$9.95 oe Soi FREE DETAILS TOs: 


435: HALO BANGS. Short feathered 
effect — : es and back with 


short front $9.95) © 


, 
a — HALO. Cut short and ~ 
aes a with back poodie curls for 
x boyish effect. Not a full wig. $9.95 * 
’ 


$8.50 


«2x: FEATHER CURL HALO. Full 
feather Curls ............ccecesu $8.50 
















Loward LTESSES dept. AT-44 . o317W. | 125th St, NY. II, WY. 
Please rush me the newest Howard Tresses | have PRINTED in the space below. It Is 
3 | understood a Ba irhy Ca satisfied a every a Fang ~ os 
créer to nome ond odéress | have printed below. (For WIG SIZE, send Hat size.) 


I 


(For Mght shades and mixed grays add $2.00 for Hair Pieces and $3.00 for Wixs.) 













































































206: Extra heavy. ........... $9.95 
STL tg $9. 956 [ED Jet Black () Off Black [) Dark Brown [) Mixed Grays [) | enclose sample, match exactly. 
440: CHAMPAGNE HALO. tus: NAME Please PRINT BM 
full curls aroupd sides an pm 
Can Be Combed, fsck with short front bang $9.95 ADDRESS or R-F.D. 
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Ch eneies® aul pay be me enters ares, ee Fe eae nd tang aa. 
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PARIS INTRIGUE. Oob-la-la, ‘4 French flair tor 


excitement. In rustling rayon taffeta sleekly shaped 
to fit where it should, deftly shaped to flare where 
it shouldn‘t for the surprise look of the season. Very 
sophisticated in black, navy or silver grey. 


—_ 
eo” Fie 


a Shylark Originals ~~ 


perr.71-125, Asbury Park, N. J. ~~ 


7 0 PREPAID ORDER: | enclose price of gare 
7 ment plus Mic to cover poet and handling ‘ 
| save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 


i may return garment in 10 days if not satished. ! 
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In your own drama of life, you are 
the star. How bright a star—how 
much applause you draw from peo- 
ple who are important to you—de- 
pends a lot on your own complexion! 
NADINOLA will help take care of it. 


Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NaADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how ‘it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 


i dryness. 75c and $1.10 


and yow’re the star, with your 
LOVELIER, LIGHTER COMPLEXION 


NADINOLA 








inine voices say, ‘‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NapINoLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NADINOLA right 
away! NaDINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 














DEARLY 
MARINA 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 
















By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

My son wants a car, and from 
morning till midnight all I hear from 
him is “car this, and car that.” He’s still 
in high school, and whereas a car is not 
absolutely necessary (we live only five 
blocks from the school), he feels it 
would definitely be a social asset. Finan- 
cially we can afford a car for him with 
a little help from him, and since he is 
our only son I would be happy to do 
anything for him. However, I am terri- 
fied that he will turn it into a “hot rod” 
and scare the daylights out of us. Al- 
though he is an intelligent lad and quite 
dependable and mature for his age, I’m 
afraid that he may not be mature enough 
to accept the responsibilities and man- 
agement of a car. I know this sounds 
silly coming from a parent of a teen-age 
son, but do you think it wise for me to 
“okay” his buying a car. His safety rec- 
ord with the family car is perfect. Wor- 
riedly, Mrs. Alphonse Pittman. 


Dear Mr. and Mrs. Pittman: 

For some reason I feel that this letter 
is actually from both of you although it 
bears only one signature. If only more 
parents would think seriously of the re- 
sponsibility involved in car ownership 
there would be fewer accidents caused by 
reckless teen-agers. From the tone of 
your letter Mrs. Pittman, I think that 
your son would be a reliable and trust- 
worthy driver. If you do allow him to 
buy a car try and work out a plan where- 
by he would be on a more or less pro- 
bation safety period for three to six 
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months. This would take into considera- 
tion his driving safety, car upkeep and 
the way he budgets his time. If his rec- 
ord has been perfect with the family car, 
you really have very little cause to wor- 
ry, for with his own car (knowing he 
will have to foot the repair bills himself) 
he’ll be doubly careful. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am one of eleven children and we are 
very poor. We live in a small Southern 
community and most of the girls will 
give anything to get away from home. | 
had been going with a fellow whom I 
had known for three years until he left 
for the army. Now that he’s out of the 
Army and living in Chicago he writes 
that he would like to marry me, and 
wants me to come to Chicago where he 
is. My folks don’t want me to go be- 
cause I haven’t seen him for almost four 
years, but I will try anything to get away 
from home. I still love this fellow and 
wrote to him all the time he was in the 
Army. Now that he is out I think I 
would like to be his wife. Will you help 
me explain to my parents that this boy 
does love me and intends to marry me 
when I get there. Yours truly, Penelope 
Mae Fields. 


Dear Penelope: 

If this fellow really loved you as much 
as you claim and wanted to marry you, 
then why does he not come for you and 
marry you at home. It would be the 
right thing for him to do especially since 
you and your parents haven’t seen hide 
nor hair of him for four years. Just 
why are you so sure he really intends to 
marry you? Once you are in the city 
with him and he is paying your ex- 
penses, what’s to keep him from procras- 
tinating about marriage. You had bet- 
ter stay home until he comes to get you, 
and he most certainly will if his inten- 
tions are honorable. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I’m a teen-ager in high school (a 
girl), but I find it awfully difficult to 
meet boys. I’m a little shy, not too pretty, 
but I do dress neatly and make use of 
what I have. All the other girls have boy 
friends by now, but I’m still dateless. 
Will you give me a few pointers on how 


to attract boys the “quiet” way. Loralynn 
Eastern. 


Dear Loralynn: 

The best way is the “quiet” way, so 
already you’re on the track to success. 
Its very easy to get lost in a big high 
school, but there are a few tricks you 
must try before you consider yourself 
“unpopular-able.” Boys are not always 
aggressive or enterprising, and its up to 
the girls, at least, to be enterprising. 
Boys are just as interested in meeting 
you as you are in meeting them, but they 
are usually too shy when it comes right 
down to making the first move. Conse- 
quently you already have the first step 
right there. YOU make the first move. 
School clubs that have both boys and 
girls in them are very good for meeting 
boys, especially if you volunteer for a 
committee or two. Even some classes 
are good, too, if they are a little in- 
formal. Don’t forget that other girls can 
help too. Wherever there’s a crowd of 
girls, just wait around long enough, and 
it won’t be too long before the boys be- 
gin to gather in small bunches. Be wise, 
watch for the unattached ones! If the 
girls like you, the boys will certainly like 
you too. Get one of your girl friends to 
arrange a double date or a blind date. 
For heavens sake, don’t give up. Your 
fun is just beginning. Another way is to 
offer assistance to a boy in your class or 
during study hall. Try to maneuver a 
seat next to a boy and then turn on the 
charm in a quiet way. Don’t be flirty or 
coy, just be friendly and I'll wager it 
shouldn’t take him more then ten min- 
utes to catch on... here’s knowing 
your next date will be sensational! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 29 years old and although I have 
been engaged for almost three years, it 
now looks as if the fellow has no inten- 
tions of marrying me. I have been faith- 
ful all this time because I love him so 
very much, but as time goes on I’m be- 
ginning to wonder if I’m not being a big 
sucker. I have had a very unhappy life 
and I thought it unbearable until I met 
my fiance. Sometimes I get so mixed 
up I’m ready to run away from every- 
thing. So far I have been patient up to 
a point, but I think its about time for me 
to get married or start looking for some- 
one else. My life seems to get more and 
more complicated and confused each 
day. Please give me some sensible ad- 
vice to follow. Sincerely yours, Edith 


Maxwell. (Continued on Page 80) 








Better Living 


More leisyte 








Extra Luxuries 


for LUCKY HEART 
REPRESENTATIVES 
AND FOR YOU, TOO! 


If you were one of the many men and women 


", Neg. nar who have become 
Ss \o/ happy, secure, well-off 


LUCKY HEART Representatives . . . 
you too could enjoy 
their way of life. . . 
SO Become A Money 
Making Lucky HEART Rep- 
resentative NOW. It’s the 
easiest, pleasantest way you can 
BIG MONEY 


time. You don’t need any experience; you 
don’t have to work regular hours. 
You'll be welcomed and respected 
wherever you go, 

and your circle of 

friends and customers 

will grow and grow! 
You just show, demonstrate and sell exclusive 
quality, nationally advertised LUCKY HEART 
Cosmetics to friends, neighbors and relatives. 
We'll show you how to go about it, send you 
everything you need to get your start with 
LUCKY HEART. People everywhere 
know LUCKY HEART products 5 
... exciting perfumes, glamorous 0) 
cosmetics and effective hair care 
products, all so fine and beautifully 
packaged they sell on sight! Many of your 


we , customers will often 
CO call you and give 
{ you good-size orders. 


And every easy order means big money for 
you! For instance, Mabel Harrison made 
$65 in her first spare hours . . . and there 
are plenty more like her, too! Why not you 
So... Don’t delay ... Get the FREE 
Display Case Offer. The case is 


filled with a fine 
selection of full-size, G Coane 
beautifully packaged — 
LUCKY HEART Cosmetics! Send in 
ee ie. 
the coupon TODAY! i COUPON: 
LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2M ‘---~.___ ‘ 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 


imagine to make 











| Lucky Heart, Dept. 2M 

400 Mulberry St., temphis 2, Tenn. 

Yes! | wont to live better through Lucky Heart earnings! 
Rush me full details and FREE Display Case Offer! 


NAME 





ADDRESS. 





CITY. STATE 





prcrson------4 
Or | 
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#387 “Celd Shoulder” 
Grecian-drape with new _ 
boned bra-top & sarong #415 “Escapade” Clinging 
skirt. Low-cut zip-back. Matte Jersey flatters 
“Marengo” fabric is 529% curves! Nylon & acetate 
cotton; 48% rayon. Red, blend. Cowl neck; long 
Turquoise or Jet Black. back zipper. Baby Red, 
Sizes 10 to 18... $15.98 Pacific Aqua, or Black. 
Sizes 10 to 18 . . . $14.98 


@ Copyright, 1955 
ae ae en a ee etal mene ren emer eer ag 
rederieks 5430 Hollywood Bivd., Dept. 458 | 
or mouvwoon Hellyweed 27, Califernia : 
#387 @ $15.98 Size............. Ist color...........2nd.......... i 
#415 @ $14.98 Size... Ist color............2nd........... i 


C) | enclose payment C0 Send C.0.D. (No. C.0.D.'s 


without $1 deposit) : 

Nome " snivncinsesasesesetenseevbencesiniatnaresstiiatassisisimatissadsennianit 1 
Address....... i] 
1 

1 
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City & Zone............. . State 


EVERY PENNY BACK IF NOT DELIGHTED! 











Apollo audiences opened their hearts 


to the fabulous Eartha Kitt when she 
purred: “I’m not really that way” be- 
hind her first numher. She opened with 
one of her favorite specialties, “I Want 
To Be Evil”. Eartha incidentally was in- 
troduced to Harlem for the first time on 
stage by the people’s champ, Joe Louis. 


Al Hibbler took over the starring 
role of a big Rock ’n Roll Show 
when Tony Bennett lost his voice 
temporarily trying to make himself 
heard above the screaming fans. He 
burst a blood vessel in his larynx— 
which is the same thing that hap- 
pened to Nappy Brown during one 
of his wild sessions. 


HE WAS WARY and nervous, but 























Roy Hamilton invited Billy Eckstine 














PRESS AWAY GRAY HAIR 


You don’t need to tol- 
erate gray, faded, burnt, 
old-looking hair any 
longer. Gold Medal‘s 
Latest Jet Black Pressing 
Compound does the 
trick while you press. 
Do it yourself or give 
it to your beautician to 
use instead of your 
usual press formula. It 
will instantly darken 
and give new color to 
your hair. Press and 
say Be-Gone to old, 
gray hair. Enjoy Na- 
tural Looking new high- 
lights and sheen. Keeps 
your hair looking live- 
lier, gleaming. Makes 
you look younger. It’s 
easy. Try it. You can’t lose. You get enough to 
last a long time. Every cent back if you are not 
absolutely delighted with this Latest Gold Medal 
method. Just see what it will do for you. Will mot 
rub off. Keeps-white, faded hairs dark till you sham- 
poo. Have lovely looking hair this easy, smart way. 
Just mark Shade you want to Try, and Mail Coupon. 


| Gold Medal Hair Products, Inc., Dept. YP-12 
Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 
MARK SHADE 
; © Jet Black $1.50 [) Dark Medium Brown ,$1.25 


) Off Black $1.25 [J Medium Warm Brown $1.25 
j Plus Postage Plus Postage 














Name 


; Address eee. << SRE Box No......... Route........ 


| (J Send Latest Catalogue of all Gold Medal 
Products FREE 

C] Send Latest Gold Medal Hair Style Charts FREE 

; © Send Latest Doctor’s Booklet on Hair, Scalp 

Care and Latest Imported Tools, Combs, Wigs, 

From France, Germany and Austria — FREE 














































Joe Williams . . . he’s being crowned. 


on-stage to do a number when Billy visited him recently 
at a famous bop joint. Which resulted in the audience 
agreeing that Roy should never have returned to the 
stage behind the master singer. This also explains why 
Chet Baker suddenly became ill and could not appear 
behind Calvin Jackson when the two were starred to- 
gether on a club date. 


Following the pattern of his idol and manager, 
Sammy Davis, Jr., mimic Arnold Dover has record- 
ed several sides for RCA Victor using his own nat- 
ural voice. The powers-that-be plan to bill their new 
talent find as the “sepia Frank Sinatra” .. . the 
sides are just that good. 











Gary Crosby and trumpeteer 
Louis Armstrong 
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Count Basie came to the aid of dancer Taps Miller, stricken in London with a 
paralyzing illness, and sent him passage home. Taps has gained partial control on 
the right side and can manage to get about with the aid of a cane. He was left 
behind in a London hospital while on tour with the Lionel Hampton crew. 






Hurricane Jackson tried his best to convince the U. S. Weather Bureau that, if 
the East Coast storms got down to the letter J, why bother to give it a nice little 
girl name, they had it . . . “Hurricane” Jackson. 







Tuskegee Institute faculty, as well as students, taking charm courses conducted 
by ex-show girl Rosetta Reifer. Rosetta is real proud of cute Loretta Thomas 
(cousin to baseball’s Willie Mays), who’s taking the complete treatment before 
| leaving "Bama to enroll at New York University. 














Harlemites will not soon forget the final play given the fabulous, “Greenwich 
Village-type” character, George Woods, of the Red Rooster. Friends from all 
parts of the country flocked into town only to find admittance to the funeral by 
ticket only. Many disgruntled mourners returned home, after paying as high as $5 b Sie. oa 
per (black market style) for ducats and getting no further than a block within Billie Holiday and Walter Winchell 
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the church. But all ended well, cause the entire service, including 
the Ethel Waters solo, “His Eye Is On The Sparrow”, was tape re- 
corded and played back the following evening at The Red Rooster 
Bar. 


The Dr. Jive (Tommy Smalls) second Rock ’n Roll Show at the 
Apollo was such a riotous success Tommy had to announce after each 
show that Bo Diddley was giving out autographs backstage in order to 
get the permanent residents (from the 8:am box office opening) out of 
the theatre. At the close of the show Tommy threw a Rock ’n Roll 
Thank You party for the cast at one of Harlem’s swankiest joints . . . 
which really got to rockin’ when one of his stars rolled a bottle from 
behind the bar while the bartender was off guard. 

(Continued on Page 78 ) 





















1. Antiseptic (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 























eer, base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
a film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 
new 2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 
the Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 
3. Convenient (So easy to use) 
Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. 
They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist 
has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


peteer 
} Mail this coupon today FREE informative Norforms booklet 


just mail this coupon to: Dept.T-512 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
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NORFORMS 












plain envelope. 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 
Name. 
(PLease print) 
Street. 
Tested by doctors A NORWICH PRODUCT 
City. Zone State. 








Trusted by women 

















Got Relief from Itching, Stinging Burn of 


HICKIES 


(ACNE PIMPLES) 


‘My face broke out with ugly hick- 
ies that itched and stung so bad I 
was miserable. I tried Black and 
White Ointment and it helped my 
misery more than any other oint- 
ment or skin lotion I had tried. The 
relief from the itching, stinging mis- 
ery was wonderful! I always keep 
Black and White Ointment handy.”’ 


Jerelyn Matthis 
Dallas, Texas 


Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. Also quickly checks itch, burn 
of eczema, blackheads, simple ringworm, 
tetter. 3 generous sizes. Get more for your 
money—buy large economy sizes. Cleanse 
skin with Black and White Soap. 







More For Your Money 




















Over 
51 
Million 
ackages 
Sold 








BLACK 4x0 WHITE OINTMENT 














SfEwIne MACHINE... ae 
ee henley, 
LEARN THIS FASCINATING 
PROFITABLE HOBBY AT HOME 


My informative book will teach you to embroider rugs, 
pillow cases, lunch sets, outline and button-hole stitch, 
applique, cutwork, picture making, quilting and many 
more beautiful types of artistic embroidery on your own 
sewing machine—regardless of make. It’s easy, profitable 
and creative. Make Xmas gifts for family and friends. 
Fully illus. book sent ppd. for only $1 (no C.0.D.’s please) 
MRS. SHIRLEY KAU 
BOX 662, DEPT. G-1 CARMEL-BY-THE-SEA, CALIFORNIA 





AMAZING NEW FORMULA FOR 


PSORIASIS 


Scales must Di . « Spots Lighten or 
OR NO cosr * matter oo long you've suf- 

fered, or how aggravated your 
case may be—try this newest, guaranteed medical dis- 
covery for ugly, embarrassing scaly skin. Case after case 
reports faster relief. MERISAN tends to remove scaly 
crusts-on outer skin layer, helping natural healing of 
spots. Non-greasy, non-toxic. Will not stain clothes or 
bedding. Thrill to the joy of a clear skin. NO COST 
TO YOU. Simply send name and address for complete 
information on how you may try MERISAN for two full 
weeks on positive guarantee of satisfaction or money 
back. Sent FREE and postpaid in plain envelope. Write 


today. 
MERISAN CO., Box 1908, Dept. 137, Birmingham, Ala. 









Make Money i in Spare Time or Full Time With These 





Full-Size Products Sent You for 


45 FREE TRIAL! 


Here’s my amazing offer: Just mail coupon belowand I’1l 
send you for FREE TRIAL an assortment of full-size 
packages of famous Blair Home Products. Introduce to 
friends, neighbors—show them sensational bargains in 
| SEND NO —— sia oon, eee every home se 
and buys every day—200 in all. Put in spare time or fu 
Rush Coupon MONEY time. You don’t need experience, and I give you credit. 








for this Outfit Nota penny needed ™ 
rll cond you as of | noworever. Full-size 
actua air Home fe 
Products for FREE at tee ao A 
TRIAL: shampoo, to you for FREE 
face powder, flavor- TRIAL NoC. O.D. 


ings, lotion, and deo- 


Catalog and Plans. MAIL COUPON! 
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g Sonctoens: 
a 
i 
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dorantcream.PlusBig | No postage to pay. : 
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ceed 
BLAIR, eee. Out 14y 
Please rush full-size products for FREE TRIAL 
and Money-Making Plans. 
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City ne 














BLAIR, Dept. 14Y, Lynchburg, Virginia 








PUETRY 


Discovery 


As if she had heard 

What I’ve always wanted 
Love sent me a minion 
An angel, who inferred 
The search’s end was near. 


With misgivings and doubt 
I took her out 

And stomped on her heart 
Because of this opinion. 


I thrashed at the chains 
Of our eventual union 
While she, without a word 
Peeled me like an onion. 


Good Lord, my soul was bared 

In the ecstacies we shared 

What beauty there was 

In what I’d always feared. 
—Penny Wright 


Wistful Critique 


I'd like to have it 
Understood 

You’ve chopped my stars 
To kindling wood, 


Made my candle’s 
Golden wick 
Limp upon 

A crooked stick, 


Left the stars 

All dull and scattered . . . 
You should see 

The things you’ve shattered! 


I won’t itemize 
Each part— 
But when you add it 
It’s my heart. 
—Gladys Martin 


Triune 


Life, love and death 
My all! 
The circuit of my sum: 
The first prerequisite, 
The last, too sure— 
With love, the fulcrum measuring 
My mead of human joy! 
—Georgia Douglas Johnson 
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Be To Me Northern Star 


Be to me northern star 
Unfaltering though afar, 
The loveliness of moon, 
Enfolding of the sun. 


Be to me music’s hour, 

The breathing of a flower, 

A dove on homing wing, 

And quick warm pulse of spring. 
—Dudley Randall 


Realization 


I have written of love 

Until words fail me 

I have spoken of your charms 

Until my mouth is dry 

With Desire 

I have dreamed of your kiss 

Until sleep comes no more to me. 

I have hoped so long 

With a futile sense of perseverance 

Until hope has fled from me. 

I have ransacked the recesses of 
my mind 

Searching for words 

To describe this feeling 

I have for you. 

I must force myself 

To think of you no more. 

I must cease to want you— 

I must forbid my thoughts 

To dwell on you at all. 


Your heart and my heart 

Once beat as one. 

Your lips and my lips 

Once met as one. 

Your thoughts and my thoughts 

Were in sequence. 

But that is past— 

Gone— 

Forgotten— 

And I realize 

That you are no longer mine. 

You— 

Are no longer mine. 
—Rosemarye Washington 


My Love 


You brought the sunshine 

You sent the rain 

You left me for another 

But I love you just the same. 
—Connie Westbrooks 





a bridesmaid... 


Most of the girls of her set were mar- 
ried . . . but not Eleanor. It was begin- 
ning to look, too, as if she never 
would be. True, men were attracted 
to her, but their interest quickly turned 
to indifference. Poor girl! She hadn't 
the remotest idea why they dropped 
her so quickly . . . and even her best 
friend wouldn't tell her. 

Why risk the stigma of halitosis 
(bad breath) when Listerine Antiseptic 
stops it so easily . . . so 
quickly ... and for hours on 


OLY a bride 


Listerine Clinically Proved 
Four Times Better Than Tooth Paste 


Is it any wonder Listerine Antiseptic 
in recent clinical tests averaged at least 
four times more effective in stoppin 
bad breath odors than the chlorophyll 
products or tooth pastes it was tested 
against? Gargle Listerine Antiseptic 
every morning . . . every night... 
before every date. 





end, usually? It’s the extra- 
careful precaution against 


No Tooth Paste Kills Odor Germs Like This’. . . Instantly 











offending, four times bet- 
ter than any tooth paste. 
Notooth paste, ofcourse, 
is antiseptic. Chlorophyll 
does not kill germs—but 
Listerine kills bacteria by 
millions, gives you last- 
ing antiseptic protection 
against bad breath. 





Listerine Antiseptic does what no tooth paste 
does—instantly kills bacteria, by millions— 
stops bad breath instantly, and usually for 
hours on end. Bacterial fermentation of pro- 
teins which are always present in the mouth is 
by far the most common cause of bad breath. 
Research shows that breath stays sweeter 
longer depending on the degree to which you 
reduce germs in the mouth. 


; 








LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC STOPS BAD BREATH 


4 times better than any tooth paste 














ARE STORIES TRUE? 

My many friends, students and I have been 
buying and reading TAN for a long period of 
time and some of the “supposed to be true” 
stories in your magazine such as “Love Cult 
Victims,” “Dangerous Neighbors,” “Fat Wom- 
en Are Easier To Love,” “I Was A Well Kept 
Man,” etc., have been very carefully discussed 
and analyzed as to the real values in each story. 
| have a big doubt in my mind as to the truth- 
fulness and the authenticity of all the stories. 

May God bless Johnny Hodge’s Christian 
mother and his lovely family. If more stories 
and articles could be written of this type, more 
American men, women and children would be 
brought to love, obey, honor and respect their 
mothers and loved ones. 

Coach James A. Kemp 
Atlanta, Ga. 


THE GREAT CHAMBLEE 


There’s talk around New York record circles 
that Sam Taylor is the greatest tener sax ses- 
sion man in the business. For your informa- 
tion, Eddie Chamblee is the greatest tenor sax 
rhythm and blues man in America. After see- 
ing your article on “The Bird” and the Billy 
Eckstine story in the October issue, was won- 
dering if you'd be interested in doing a story 
on Chamblee. 

Margaret Coleman 
New York, N. Y. 


LIKES POETRY 


I’ve noticed that every other month or so 
you’ve used a “Poetry Of Love” column. As 
I’m very much interested in poetry, I’d like to 
suggest that this become a regular feature. 
Thank you for your consideration. 

Moses F. Wright 
New York, N. Y. 


TAN FANS 

I have been a reader of TAN for a number of 
years and have planned writing you for some 
time and compliment your magazine on its 
wonderful stories and featured articles. After 
reading the October issue, I decided very defi- 
nitely that I must write and tell you just how 

much I enjoy each issue. 

Best of luck! 

Mary K. Brown 
Detroit, Mich. 


! am writing to let you know just how much 

! enjoy reading your magazine. I think TAN 

is one of the best magazines I’ve read yet. I 

have just started reading them recently, but 

now that I find them so enjoyable I’ll certainly 
continue to read each issue. 

Willie M. Jenkins 

Bayminette, Ala. 
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I can always count on TAN for something 
different! “Best Recipe For The Blues” was 
most interesting. The pictures on Billy Eckstine 
were terrific. He’s always been one of my 
favorite recording stars. 

Sue Martin 
Kansas City, Kans. 


Just a note to let you know how much I 
enjoyed the stories in October TAN. Your 
cover girl is quite a “looker.” “He Bought My 
Love” and “Stolen Weekend” were exception- 
ally good. 

James S. Davis 
Chicago, IIL 


I enjoy reading TAN very much. “My Shock- 
ing Sin” was most interesting. Best wishes for 
continued success. 

Mary Hill 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 


I read TAN all the time and think the pic- 
tures and stories are just great. I often won- 
dered what happened to Billy Eckstine. Thanks 
for your informative article in the October 


issue. 
J. C. Wright 
Memphis, Tenn. 


I am a frequent reader of TAN and find it 
to be quite interesting. Congratulations on the 
fine magazine you and your staff have brought 
to the public. 

I certainly enjoy your feature articles. “How 
Prayer Saved My Life” by Ruth Brown was 
most enjoyable. I also enjoy reading your Let- 
ters To The Editor. 

With. such fine stories I am sure the public 
will always enjoy and prefer TAN as I do. 
Continue the excellent work. 

Lillian Edwards 


Rochester, N. Y. 


I have read nearly every issue of TAN and 
have enjoyed all the stories to the fullest. It 
is indeed nice to read about the true-to-life 
pictures painted by your writers. Please keep 
up your high standards. 

Irel R. Lee 


Jamaica, B.W.I. 


NICE GIRL 

I have just finished reading your article en- 
titled, “Can A Nice Girl Be Popular” and I 
agree with some of the comments made. 

We parents should start training our chil- 
dren before they reach the dangerous age. I 
feel that this training should go to our boys 
as well as to our girls. What good does it do to 
rear a nice girl only to have her meet up with 
some wild thing? I don’t agree with Maria Cole 
when she depends on background for we cannot 
always go along with a child’s background. 
There have been good girls to come out of 
homes where there has been no moral training 
whatsoever and there have been the society and 
well-bred type of girls who have gone com- 
pletely astray. 

I enjoy reading TAN each month and find 
it both educational and helpful. 

Mrs. Ciara V. Willis 
Detroit, Mich. 


TAN IN HOLLAND 


A few months ago when I made my usual 
investigation of one of the city’s second-hand 
bookshops, I discovered one of your maga- 
zines, TAN. What a surprise! Several of my 
co-students and myself had a good time with 
reading nearly each sentence, article, and ad- 
vertisement. Over here we are nearly drowned 
in magazines, but your TAN had something in 
it that was, of course, lacking: in the more 
serious stuff and which means a lot to a Negro 
student in Europe, if we leave Jazz and Latin- 
American music out of the question. 

I should like to know if it is possible that 
you use my letter as a request for American 
readers who still have old issues available and 
would consider sending me their old copies. 
The amount or their date is of no importance. 
I would be happy to send in return any book 
on any subject in English, Dutch, German or 
French that he or she should like to have. 

Fred Corsten 
46 Singel 
Bussum, Holland 


LOVE AND MEASLES 
I have just read “I Found Tragedy in Ro- 
mance” (October) and think it’s tops. It tells 
of love at its greatest. All the stories were 
good, “What Happened To Billy Eckstine?” 
“He Bought My Love,” but they don’t hit you 
like the Rita Malcolm story. There are so many 
meanings of love. Mrs. Malcolm must know 
that love is not like the measles, you get it 
more than once. 
This is my first letter of congratulations on 
a good mag, and if at all possible please put 
“Cool Talk” back in the line up, ’cause I dig 
you each and every month. 
E. Sterling Jones, Jr. 
New Rochelle, N. Y. 


“MR. B” 


I am writing this letter in regards to one of 
the greatest singers of our time, who is none 
other than the great Billy Eckstine. Mr. B was 
here at Nouasseur Air Depot recently winding 
up his European tour and he was as great as 
ever. Eckstine gave three performances here 
and at one of his shows the Air police had to 
be called out to take care of the crowds. Need- 
less to say that there was not enough room for 
everybody at either of the three shows. 

It was recently stated in your article that 
what Billy Eckstine needed most was a good 
record. Well, Billy sang “Ko-Ko-Mo” during his 
short stay here and it is my opinion that this 
record would do much to boost the great “Mr. 
B” should he record it. 

Again may I say, let’s all the music loving 
world do our part in pushing a great singer, 
Billy Eckstine, back on the top. 

A/lc Marvin Jenkins 
APO, New York, N. Y. 


“FORBIDDEN FRUIT” 

I have just finished reading “Forbidden 
Fruit” and really enjoyed it. I think TAN is a 
fine magazine and wish it much continued suc- 
cess. 

Blanchie Johnson 
Bremond, Texas 
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By Gerri Major 
EAR GERRI: 


I am planning a formal dinner for 


the Christmas season and want to serve 
wine. Must I have several types or will 
one be adequate? 
Thelma Brooks 
Memphis, Tenn. 


Dear Thelma: 

One wine, a dry champagne, may be 
served throughout the dinner, however, 
you may add a more festive touch with 
several types of wine. Wine rules are 
not a question of etiquette but of com- 
mon sense. Wine should be served to 
complement the food, and the best one to 
serve is the one that best pleases the 
palate. For a good general rule, use a 
heavy wine with heavy food, and a light 
wine with light food. 

For example, select a dry white Bor- 
deaux or white Burgundy for a seafood 
cocktail, a dry sherry for your soup 
course, a claret, light Burgundy (red or 
dry white) for poultry, and a red wine 
for a roast of beef, lamb or veal. Wine 
seldom is served with the salad course 
of a formal dinner, but if used, should 
be either champagne or a light rose 
wine. If you include the favored Con- 
tinental cheese course, select a rich, full- 
bodied Burgundy type wine. A sweet 
sauterne with dessert completes the list. 

White wines are cooled before use, 
and all red, still wines are served at room 
temperature. Sparkling Burgundy and 
champagne are served well chilled. Re- 
member, too, that a large glass helps to 
bring out the bouquet of any wine. 





Don’t neglect those 


CUTS « SCRAPES 











Guard against infection — 


use a product that’s PURE 


Watch those everyday cuts and scrapes. If you 
neglect them or treat them wrongly they might 
become infected. Be safe. Rely on a pure prod- 
uct—‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. Used in hos- 
pitals and clinics, it’s medically approved for 
first-aid in the home. Get a jar or tube today 
and keep it handy. 


FIRST-AID TIPS FOR CUTS AND SCRAPES: 


1. Clean the wound with iodine or other 
mild antiseptic or soap and water. 


2. When bleeding stops, spread on a pro- 
tective film of ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


3. Don’t use bandage unless wound will 
be exposed to dirt—and even then make 
the bandage /oose, and smear it with 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


Reader’s Digest calls it ‘The Wonder Jelly” 


Safe, soothing —The FIRST-AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
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I am a German girl and live in Canada. I 
don’t receive any letters. I would like to cor- 
respond with male Pen Pals in the United 
States. I am blond, blue eyes 28 years old 
and very lonely. 

Rita Asmus 

1641 St. Luc Street 

Apt. #8 

Montreal, Quebec 
Can, 


ada 


My husband was killed in the war and I 
would like very much to correspond with a 
soldier or many lonely soldiers between the 
ages of 30-40. I am 30 years old. 

Madge Braughton 
552344 Long Beach Ave. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I am a young girl 16 years of age. My main 
hobby is writing. I shall be grateful for your 
helping me secure Pen Pals in the U. S. and 
other countries. I like writing to servicemen 
also. All letters reeeived will be answered. 

Pat Clark 
2437 Lauretta Ave. 
Baltimore 23, Md. 


There are four of us who would greatly ap- 
preciate receiving mail from girls 18 to 25. We 


are: 
A/2C Edward R. Anderson AF 12385434 
A/2C John I. Smith AF 13453299 

A/3C Ernest R. Bagby AF 17409164 

A/3C James H. Hamilton AF 13507099 
4060th Fld. Maint. Sq. 

Dow A. F. B. 


Bangor, Maine 


Me and my fellow airmen would like very 
much to hear from young ladies between the 
ages of 19 and 20 It is quite lonesome at this 
base and we would certainly welcome mail. 
A/3C Richie S. Richards, AF 12463484-Box 34 
A/3C James E. Graham, AF 16469812-Box 104 

814 Tk. Sup. Sqdn. 
Fairchild A. F. B. 
Fairchild, Wash. 


I read TAN a lot and think it’s a real choice 
magazine. I’m 16 years old and would like to 
correspond with any young man between 16 
and 20. 

Jay Eaton 
1407 Olds Avenue 
Lansing, Mich. 


I am a GI stationed in Alaska. I read your 
magazine and think it’s great. I would like to 
correspond with some nice young ladies in the 


States. Thank you! 
A/2C Samuel Walker 
Box 40 
5010th Fld. Maint. Sqdn 
APO 937 
Seattle, Wash. 


[ am a regular reader of your TAN and I 
think it’s great. This Pen Pal idea is wonder- 
ful. | would like to correspond with girls be- 
tween the ages of 21 and 30. I’m 30 years 
old, 5’7”, brown skin and eyes, black hair. 

Willie Thompson 
355 North 18th St. 
Columbus 3, Ohio 


| would like to hear from young men be- 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


tween the ages of 15 and 20. I’m a young lady, 
aged 14, 5’ tall weighing 103 lbs. 

Dessia P. Jamison 

c/o Post Office 

Munford, Ala. 


I am a Negro, 26, weight 130 lbs. and am 
56” tall. I am an amateur poet and enjoy all 
outdoor sports. I am also a nurse. I have been 
a widow for four years. At the time, I would 
like very much to meet a man who is interested 
in the same fields as I am. I would like him to 
be in his late 20’s or middle 30’s. My interest 
is not only limited to a Pen Pal, but someone 
who wants a bright future as I do. Here is my 
favorite poem: 

Once there was a boy; 
To him, living was a joy. 
He lived for himself and nobody else 
Until one day he met a girl 
Then he began living for the world. 
Okay boys, don’t get crushed in the rush! 
Aquilla W. Fitzgerald 
5221 Ames Street, N.E. 
Washington 19, D. C. 


I’m an ardent fan of TAN magazine and 
think it is educational as well as interesting. 
I’m a young lady of 17 and I shall be very 
grateful for any assistance you can give me in 
corresponding with young men of Cuba, 
Jamaica, South Africa and the Virgin Islands. 

I too, would like to correspond with fellows 
in the Armed Forces that are lonely and far 
away from home. 

I love to dance, cook, sew and all sports. 
I’m 5’6” and weigh 130. My measurements are 
34-24-35%. I will answer all letters. 

Suzanne Vinson 
1632 Central Ave. 
East St. Louis, Mo. 


Would like to correspond with nice gentle- 
men between 24 and 29 years of age. I am 23, 
5’44%” tall, medium brown complexion. 

Mattie Gardner 
937 Key Avenue 
Columbus, Ga. 


A Jamaican young man, 33 years old, single 
and very lonesome would like to correspond 
with a woman between the ages of 25 and 35. 
Please send photograph. All letters will be 
answered. 

Vincent Oswald Powell 

3 King Edward Road 
Vineyard Town P.O. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am a constant reader of this wonderful 
magazine, TAN and very interested in Pen 
Pals. 

I’m a soldier, 22 years old and would like 
to correspond with other readers (particularly 
females) between 19 and 23, single. I am also 
single and my hobbies include music, movies 
and books. I also play the piano. My home- 
town is Chicago and I promise to answer 
faithfully all letters received. 

Pfc. Willie C. Mitchell 
RA 16445448 

38th Med. Det., PMC 
APO 9 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I have just finished reading my first TAN 


and I enjoyed it very much, especially the Pen 

Pal column. I would like to also correspond 

with readers of your magazine. Not only men, 

but women also and most of all, to soldiers. 

Because I have three brothers in the Army, I 
know how lonesome it is for soldiers. 

Thelma E. Mooney 

1708 Texas Street 

Pine Bluff, Ark. 


I am a soldier of the Jamaica Regiment and 
am stationed in Jamaica, B.W.I. I am 23 years 
old, weigh 184 lbs. and have a dark com- 
plexion. I would like to correspond with girls 
between the ages of 20 and 30. | will answer 
all letters and gladly exchange photos. 

Vincent McKoy 

C Company 

Jamaica Regiment 
Palisadoes Camp 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


As a constant reader of TAN, I find it very 
interesting and especially like your Pen Pal 
column. I would like to correspond with girls 
and boys from 15 to 19. I’m 5’2” tall, medium 
brown and have long black hair. I’m 15 years 
of age. I would enjoy corresponding with 


people in the West Indies. 
Bobbie Lee May 


5774 Fischer St. 
Detroit 13, Mich. 


I am a very lonely young woman and would 
like very much to correspond with some nice 
young Christian man. I’m 25 years old, light 
brown skinned, 5’3” tall and weigh 130 lbs. 

Lorraine Veasley 
1715 N. Sarah 
St. Louis, Mo. 


I am desirous of having pen friends in 
Germany and America. I can be depended on 
in replying to each letter. Thank you. 

Pvt. Bill McDonald 

c/o Officers Mess 

Ist Battalion 

Royal Australian Regiment 
B.A.P.O. 3, Korea 


I am interested in corresponding with girls 
and boys my age, which is 19. My hobbies are 
short story and poetry writing, swimming and 


reading. rene. 
rel R. 

33 Charles St. 

Kingston, Jamaica 

B.W.I 


I’m stationed a long way from home now and 
would like to make new Pen Pals. I’m 22 years 
old and interested in receiving all kinds of 
mail from all over the country, I will answer 


every one I receive. 
A/1C Louis B. Robinson 
804th Supply Sq., Box 88 
Hunter AFB, Georgia 


Would like to correspond with Spanish and 
Latin Americans, both girls and boys. I’m 17 
years old and will gladly answer all letters and 
exchange photos. 

Barbara Isom 


870 Paul Quinn 
Houston 18, Texas 










c0©oOflSlCOllOOOO™— Shum 





the Pen 
rrespond 
nly men, 
soldiers. 
Army, I 


Mooney 
is Street 
uff, Ark. 


nent and 
23 years 
rk com- 
ith girls 
| answer 


S. 

McKoy 
company 
egiment 
s Camp 


, B.W.L. 


| it very 
Pen Pal 
ith girls 
medium 
15 years 
ig with 


ze May 
cher St. 
}, Mich. 


1 would 
ne nice 
d, light 
130 Ibs. 
Veasley 
. Sarah 
tis, Mo. 


nds in 


ided on 


Donald 
rs Mess 
attalion 
‘giment 
Korea 


th girls 
vies are 
ng and 


R. Lee 
rles St. 
amaica 


B.W.L. 


»w and 
2 years 
nds of 
answer 


binson 
Box 88 
eorgia 








TEEN 
TALK 





By Jane Walters 


EAR TEEN-AGERS: 

I’m an inquisitive person by nature 
(just plain nosey in other words), but 
for some time I’ve stifled my burning 
curiosity. Until recently I was content 
to hope you read my column, now I’m 
really beginning to wonder if anyone 
reads it at all. 

Do the kids in Mobile “dig me the 
most,” or am I considered a social square 
..- 4D model . . . maybe even a com- 
plete drip? Do I rate a glance from the 
Kansas City Summer crowd, a slight nod 
of recognition from Baltimore coeds, or 
am I coolly ignored by “regular” fel- 
lows? Honestly, I’m just dying to know, 
and if curiosity knocked off the cat then 
I’ve been wavering on a banana peel for 
a long time. 

Unabashedly, and hopefully I might 
add, I want someone to read what I 
write. This may sound a bit egotistical, 
but often I do write some pretty witty 
and wise things . . . give some excellent 
pointers on party ideas, good grooming, 
etc. If you don’t believe me, just read 
up and see. 

Seriously though, it'll take you teen- 
agers and your interest in Teen Talk to 
make it a worthwhile column. I’d appre- 
ciate all the help I can get in the future. 
I asked for discussion subjects once be- 
fore (no response), but I'll ask again 
and hope for quicker action. Drop me a 
line or two and mention any subject 
you'd like discussed, include your view- 
points on a few things and maybe an 
idea or two on what you want to see in 
Teen Talk. Help me to make this your 
column, for and about teen-agers. It’s up 
to you to make it come alive with infor- 
mation that will be entertaining as well 
as valuable. With your enthusiastic co- 
operation we can actually make this one 
of the “most readable” columns written 
for and by teen-agers. It’s my greatest 
wish to weave this column around ideas 
and advice that come directly from 


young people in various parts of the 
United States as well as other countries. 

If the idea catches on it may even be 
possible to invite one or two of you guys 
and dolls to “guest” this column for one 
issue. First of all, it is vitally important 
for me to know that you are interested 
and there on we'll make Teen Talk the 
hottest item in TAN magazine. 

Let’s give “Teen Talk” a much needed 
“injection” of spirit. Try your hand at 
reporting, for without your interest and 
assistance it'll lack life and fun. Back 
your pencil with some of that youthful 
exuberance typical of teenagers, and get 
on the jolly band wagon to help make 
Teen Talk “click”! 

Just to give you some idea of what I 
want, how about letting me know all 
your current fashion trends popping up 
in your school, what makes your school 
different from many others? Who starts 
these fashion fads and how long do they 
last? How does going steady appeal to 
your particular crowd, is it prominent 
or rare? What makes a boy or girl pop- 
ular according to your specifications? Is 
it clothes, personality, lots of money . . . 
just what? Do you have secret clubs, 
sororities or fraternities at your high 
school or are they outlawed? This con- 
glomeration of questions is really not a 
hodge-podge third degree, what I’m try- 
ing to do is to give you an idea on what 
I think would go over in Teen Talk. I 
would welcome any other ideas that you 
would have to suggest. 

In helping me you will also be letting 
other teenagers in other parts of the 
States know how you react to the rules 
of society, how your crowd or clique 
meets these challenging years of young 
adulthood. 

Send in any “newsy” information on 
items of unusual worth or interest. Do 
you have successful mixed parties? Is 
double dating or “dutch treat” very pop- 


uler? How (Continued on Page 80) 





Light rgrigh™ SKIN 


He may be indifferent now, but 
he won’t be able to resist your 
lovely complexion. Start using 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and watch your dull, 
dark, drab-looking skin take on 
a new lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. Its bleaching ac- 
tion works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of 
no faster way of lightening skin. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters. 
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BLEACHING CREAM 





A Soothing Dressing - 

BURNS ¢ CHAFE ¢ 
MINOR CUTS ¢ 

Skin Irritations ... 


Helps 
Heal 


FRUITS } 
we 25¢ ~ SOR 














SUBSCRIBE TO TA 
TODAY 


Do You Want 


DOUBLE POWER? 


I’ve just discovered the SECRET 
of DOUBLE POWER! Thesame 
double power that was used to 
charm a husband away from a 
wife or a sweetheart away from 
his lover’s arms. DOUBLE 
POWER is POWERFUL per- 
fume. You will want to try some 
OW. Send only $3.00 with 
order (if C.O.D. $3.50). If you 
are not completely thrilled I'll 
send your $3.00 right back. 


ALLURA PERFUME, Dept. T-8 
177 McLEAN AVE., YONKERS 5, N. Y. 
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Hair Beauty 









There’s a special reason why this “rich” 
hair dressing pomade makes your hair 
more attractive all day long. . . with that 
extra lustre and glamorous fragrance . . . 
So soft, so smooth, so radiantly lovely! 





The biggest _ 
jar at the price...\ 15¢ 45¢ 


DIXIE 
PEACH 


HAIR DRESSING POMADE 
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By 


James Goodrich 


OUNT BASIE conducts the best jazz 
band in the U.S. today and his re- 
cordings for Clef prove it. 

On side after side for the diskery, the 
piano-tinkling bandleader has paced his 
aggregation through a brand of swing- 
ing, exciting music that excels in qual- 
ity any big band jazz recorded anywhere 
else on records during recent times. 
Marked by a powerful beat, the music is 
reminiscent of Basie’s jump stylings of 
the 1930’s when his band was instru- 
mental in making the public swing 
happy. However, most experts contend 
that Basie is sounding greater now than 
he ever did before. 

Basie’s music today is basically old 
Kansas City jazz, the style he has always 
played. But presently he is making the 
pop lists with his recordings much more 
than he ever did in the past. The reason, 
according to informed observers: Basie’s 
releases are getting the right promotion 
now for the first time since he has been 
recording. Clef plainly does a thorough 
job in publicizing the band. 

For Basie, his best received record- 
ing of late was last year’s tremendous 


blues hit, Every Day, which introduced 
a new singer, Joe Williams, and spot- 
lighted the band playing a relaxed series 
of foot-tapping riffs. Williams became a 
star vocalist almost overnight on the 
public acclaim for the recording. Rock- 
ing, shouting, wailing on the side, he 
caught the favor of fans so strongly he 
was voted the top new male singer in a 
jazz poll by Downbeat. 

Every Day was Basie’s first hit record 
in a decade. At the same time it was 
something more than just a successful 
release commercially. Played artistically 
and with interesting changes, it also 
pointed out a factor which would be 
good for the rhythm and blues crowd to 
keep in mind: blues can be handled with- 
out being monotonous, out-of-tune or 
raucous. The record likely will become 
a classic in the blues idiom. 

Basie records all sorts of tunes these 
days—from swing and high-flying opuses 
to blues and slow-tempoed melodies. His 
band has been recorded by Clef for a 
flock of 78 and 45 sides and no less than 
seven LP albums. 

Latest of (Continued on Page 78) 
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HE CHEESE-COLORED MOON sat 

high in the midnight sky. Somewhere 
in the velvet blackness, a male whippoor- 
will serenaded a female with his court- 
ing call. The warm musk of June hung 
heavily, muting the soft whispers of love 
coming from the park bench. The boy 
and the girl sitting there kissed languid- 
ly, and then, either in the consuming 
passion of romance in bloom or reduced 
to the necessity of accomplishing the 
girl’s seduction by legal means, the boy 
asked her to marry him. 

They were in love, and they would 
wed. 

But after the honeymoon was over, 
how important would this infatuation 
that shined up their virtues like new pen- 
nies and covered their faults with a sil- 
ver lining remain in the life-long scheme 
of marriage? For the bride who has 
barely slipped off her wedding veil and 
still has her honeymoon negligee on, that 
magic thing called love, in all its won- 
drous physical aspects, is likely to seem 
all-important, indeed the very basis and 
salvation of their wedded bliss. For the 
husband, too, who has not had the ex- 
perience of leaving a rumpled-haired, 
sleepy-eyed wife of three or four years 
duration each morning to catch a bus on 
which rides daily the most fetching little 


ntroduced | female creature he ever saw, the promise 


and spot- 
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and importance of an enduring physical 
love may seem unquestionable. 

But if the newlyweds would heed the 
words of wisdom spoken by their expe- 
rienced predecessors, they might remove 
their rose-colored. glasses for a glimpse 
of marriage in the raw. For, according 
to the best experts—married couples 
themselves—pre-marital love and _post- 
marital love are two entirely different 
things. 

The pre-marital type, of course, is the 
moon-spoon-June affair glorified in song, 
movie and storybook. Post-marital love, 
on the other hand, embodies such dull- 
sounding words as companionship, un- 
derstanding, considerateness, trust, mu- 
tual interests, and a half-dozen others 
that youth has no time to digest. 

To most young men and women, love 
is primarily a physical thing. A boy 
and girl like (Continued on Page 79) 
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Nat Cole, Bronk Sinatra 


N THIS ISSUE, TAN Album presents 

a set of stars whose talents probabl; 

would be appraised at $10 million—if 
such an appraisal were possible. 

The fact is, the two crooners, Nat 
(King) Cole and Frank Sinatra, might 
be worth that much in talent by them: 
selves. Certainly both of them are sure- 
fire hits on records, in night clubs, o1 
television, in movies. Of course, Nat: 
movie appearances haven’t been fri 


Eartha Kitt 











Rey Hamilton 





MOF GARE 


presents  quent—but his bits, like everything he 
probabl\ loes, have been good. 

llion—if Also featured in this issue of the Al- 
; um are: Singers Joyce Bryant, Roy 
ers, Nat Hamilton, Pearl Bailey and Eartha Kitt 
a, might and Bandleader Buddy Johnson. Of 
ny them: Johnson, “King Of The One Nighters,” 
are sure: ’s been said: “He never lost a promoter 
‘lubs, o1 money.” 

se, Nat's And, so—here are six more stars for 
een fri ‘our scrapbook. We hope you like them. 


Buddy Johnson >» 
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| WAS COMING down the hallway, still several yards away 

from the Trectors’ apartment, and already I could hear 
their loud, angry voices. They were always quarreling, 
picking on one of the kids, mostly at Selma. “Why does 
it have to be that Jake night after night after night?” That 
was Selma’s mother who had her heart set on marrying off 
her daughter to a rich man, not me, who worked in a 
factory that made mattresses. 

“Leave me alone, will you?” Selma cried. “I’m not 
marrying him yet. I’m not getting married for a long 
time. What are you worrying about, anyway?” 

| couldn’t help wishing that Selma didn’t keep talking 
back to them that way, that she’d take it a little easy and 
try to humor her family, and yet I knew, too, that nobody 
human could take all that nagging they dished out at her 
without saying a word. “Be home at a decent hour, Selma,” 

with most of the time, a decent hour meaning before 
12 o’clock, and how could you make it by 12 o’clock if 
you went to a movie or dancing, then stopped for some- 
thing to eat or maybe a drink? Sure, it was true both of 
us were only eighteen but we’d (Continued on Page 71) 
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Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can ip aa. 

do more for your hair than you’ve ever Y ilefioy 
dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful Larieuse 
new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
new color... leaves your hair soft, 

shining . . . this very day! 
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Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 


In 18 flattering shades 
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x J 1. Shampoo hairthoroughly. 2s Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 3. After color has devel- 

é As it dries, mix Godefroy'’s use with handy applicator in- oped, shampoo hair again, 
Larieuse as directed. cluded in pockage. set in your favorite style. 
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From coast to coast, a controversy rages among the women: are gal grapplers ladies 
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Standing in center of Chicago ring, Babs Wingo (r.) and Ethel 
Johnson get pre-match instructions from referee. Both are stars on 
wrestling circuit, reportedly earn more than $1000 a year. 


Ethel Johnson hides behind towel while changing from 
street suit to wrestling togs. A native of Atlanta, Ethel 
was first Negro girl to be booked as a professional wrestler. 





ladies 


Dressed for match (note that earrings are 
missing), Ethel is examined by an Illinois 


State Athletic Commission physician. 


or just muscle molls? 


gr thee Sea 


Pe See 


As Ethel screams ferociously in background, Babs takes a hard fall. 
Opponents of gal grappling say the sport is too rough and too un- 
dignified for women. Babs once wanted to be a teacher. 


By A. S. “DOC” YOUNG 


‘e ILLINOIS a few months ago, wom- 

en battered down the barrier that had 
been erected against them in the sport, 
or entertainment, of professional wres- 
tling. 

The girls, who seem far more interest- 
ed in proving that they can do every- 
thing men can do than they are in just 
being sweet, adorable people, now were 
permitted to slam and bang each other 
inside the “squared circle” just like their 
masculine counterparts. 


But from the first, the question of 
women in wrestling stirred a contro- 
versy. There were many fans, and sev- 
eral influential sports officials, who were 
dead set against the idea of women par- 
ticipating in this sport. They believed, 
and argued, that the sport was too rough 
and left too little dignity for women. 

There was no hard-and-fast law 
against women wrestlers, however, and 
once the case was pressed, the barrier 
broke down—and the ladies began flex- 
ing their muscles in Illinois rings. 

An interested spectator at one of the 


But while this goes on, the gals are making that loot. 





Babs is caught in a tight spot as Ethel pins her to floor with 
a headlock. Girls are trained six months by booker Billy 
W olfe in Columbus, Ohio, before they are allowed to go on. 


earliest matches was a TAN representa- 
tive. The match he watched, in a dance 
hall especially converted to wrestling for 
a night, featured Babs Wingo, described 
as the “Mississippi State Negro Girl 
Champion,” and Ethel Johnson, who was 
said to be “world famous.” 

In pre-match publicity, it had been 
said that “the girls are tough, rugged, 
and know all of the tricks in the wres- 
tling game. This match should be a cork- 
er, as each of these girls is aiming at a 
title match with the world’s champion, 
June Beyers.” 
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Probably most attractive of girl wrestlers, Ethel John- 
in sports. In school, she 


son has strong background 
hall, wanted to dance. 


played volleyball and soft 
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lust like men, girl wrestlers often slug it out in the ring. Here Babs Now it’s Ethel’s turn. She executes a “belly flop” after being 
falls backward to mat after taking a stiff blow from Ethel. Note thrown by strong, 150-pound Babs. Babs says one of her great- 
Ethel’s form. A true athlete, she is said to be as “agile as a puppet.” est thrills came when she received her first knot on the head. 


The match between Ethel and Babs 

as billed as a one-fall, 30-minute-limit 
‘affair. 

» On these pages, you will see what the 
‘TAN representative saw. The girls cer- 
ainly proved that they could bang each 
er around with as much gusto as men. 
They also proved that they have mas- 
liered the art of the grimace. But what 
hasn’t been settled yet is this question: 
hould women wrestle? 
§ What do you think? 

A 21-year-old native of Atlanta who 
was reared in Cincinnati and Columbus, 
Ohio, Ethel Johnson thinks girl wrestling 
is great. The first Negro girl booked as a 

rofessional wrestler, she says: 


“I’ve always wanted to do something 


here I could move around a lot. | 
thought it would be dancing and studied 

frenuously for this, but when I saw a 
Souple of girl wrestlers on television one 

ight, | quickly changed my mind.” 

A somewhat shy 130-pounder, Ethel 
® no stranger to sports. In high school, 

played volleyball, softball, and other 
Sports. She moves like an athlete. In 
her manager, Billy Wolfe, of Co- 
mmbus, Ohio, declares that Ethel is as 
lithe and agile as a puppet on a string.” 

He adds: 

“She has a burning desire to be out- 

p standing in her work and be an athlete 

pthat her race will be proud of. We are 

safe in saying that not only the colored 
pople, but every person that sees her 
trform will be proud of this brave 
tle girl.” 

As can be seen in the accompanying 
PAotos, things can get rough in a girls’ 
match. However, Ethel declares: 

“I prefer to (Continued on Page 77) 
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thel flings Babs to canvas, shoulders down as one-fall, 30-minute feature nears end. 
Girls execute same holds and use same tactics as male wrestlers. And like men they 
have mastered the art of the grimace and fierce scowl. 


rd fe 
Looks like it’s all over but the shouting. Referee watches intently to see if girl’s shoul- 
ders have been pinned to the mat. This time around it is Ethel who is getting the lumps. 
Babs Wingo wins the match. 
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Johnny knew he liked Ellen—very 







I remembered how she smiled through 
] SI aie she eae j her tears, crushed her body against mine 
reli iver le was the prettiest coec and whispered that no one would ever take 









on the campus. She was sweet and 


lovely. Johnny wanted her for his 







own—yet he couldn’t make the 









right move . . . because he was 


too vain for love! 
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I HADN’T THOUGHT much of anything else since I boarded the long, silver streamliner in New York, 
but by the time the train slipped swiftly into the North Philadelphia Station I was thoroughly con- 
vinced that Ellen was the only girl 1 had ever really loved. I could feel a wild restlessness growing 


within me—a tide that rose higher as the miles between us dwindled. 
Briefly I watched the travelers move out of the coaches, across the platform, and disappear into the 


mouth of a stairway then my thought drifted back to Ellen; I couldn’t keep her off my mind. I 
couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to hold her in my arms again. 

The outgoing line ended and a few new passengers straggled into the coach. I could hear the diesels 
up ahead throb again and watched the platform slide by as the train moved away and curved toward 
downtown Philadelphia. 

The skyline loomed ahead like a diamond-studded silhouette. A warm nostalgia swept over me. 
This is so much like home, I thought, knowing at the same time it wasn’t home. You’ve seen some 
of the great skylines of the world, I told myself, but somehow, this one beats them all. I knew it was 

Ellen and the myriad wonderful ex- 
periences we'd shared, among those 
beautiful towers that made me think 
this is the most beautiful skyline in all 
the world. Yes, Ellen, the dream girl 
of my college days. Hadn’t she told 
me that we'd be together again? I 
reassured myself. Hadn’t she given me 
every reason to believe we could take 
up where we left off four years ago? 
The conductor, moving swiftly down 
the aisle of the coach, interrupted my 
thoughts. 
“Thirtieth Street stachuuuun! Thir- 
tieth Street stachuuuun! Last stop in 
This way out!” he 
shouted as he moved out the back of the coach, with a long file of passengers following him. 

I could feel the train slowing as it plunged into a dark tunnel. I rose from my seat, took my top- 
coat from the hook nearby and put it on as I reached for my tan cowhide bag on the overhead rack. 
The train halted and I stepped into the line of people moving slowly out the back door of the coach. 

I stepped from the coach and walked swiftly to the escalator. In just a minute, I said to myself, 
I’ll be speaking to Ellen on the phone. She’ll be glad to hear me, I mused, despite the fact I didn’t tell 
her I was coming to town. As soon as I talk to her, I figured, I’ll catch a cab and in no time I'll be in West 
Philadelphia—and in her arms again. 

I stepped from the escalator into the big, drafty waiting room. | wove my way through the hurrying 
throngs of people and slipped into an empty telephone booth. I heard the dime jangling inside the 
black bakelite box that housed the phone. There was a soft buzz. I dialed A...L...7...5...9...0...4 
and waited. Soon there came a ring from the other end . . . a second ring . . . then a third. I waited 
a few rings longer, then hung up. | pulled a cigarette from a half empty pack (Continued on Page 59) 





Vern Johnson. Vern Johnson, the beau- 
tiful man who plays the beautiful music 
on a tenor sax. Vern Johnson who is 
riding the lovely surf of tremendous suc- 
cess on records, on band polls and in the 
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Omar, IN CARNEGIE HALL, East will be onstage. I'll be there down 

~ thousands of New Yorkers will be front in the first row and I'll be waiting 
hrilled. One of the biggest charity ben- with bated breath for the master of cere- 
fits of the year will take place and al- monies to announce one of the top names 
,0st every big name attraction in the in the music industry today. [’ll call him 
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the beau- 


iful music 


ecstatic opinion of frantic teen-agers the 
country around. 

Those teen-age fans and many music 
critics rave about the overnight sensa- 


That’s 


tion which Vern has become. 





what they call it, anyhow. I know bet- 
ter. I’m Mrs. Vern Johnson. I know 
that there’s a dramatically terrible story 
behind the “overnight sensation.” I 
ought to know. (Continued on Page 62) 


before Vern lifts his horn 


Tonight 


to his lips, he'll look in my direction and 


just 


smile a special, intimate smile all for me. 
Then -14l realize that the price I paid to 
save him from actual destruction was not 


too great. 











WOM WAS FURIOUS. “ALL THESE YEARS PVE WORKED AND SLAVED FOR YOU 


{ND THIS IS THE THANKS I GET!” SHE SAID THAT AFTER ?’D GIVEN HER THE 


310. SHE SAID I WAS A SELFISH, UNGRATEFUL BRAT... ! 











“Do what you want with your money,” 

Ernest said. “But you’re not buying me 

any house. \’m buying you a house when | 
get the money.” 





























HE SLIM, COOL Wa@aiionist looked at me with great curiosity. 
“Are you sure {jimyant to wait, Miss?” she asked. “Mr. Collins really won't 
be able to see you fom@twher forty-five minutes. He’s really jammed with appoint- 


ments this morning. ds it would be better if . . .” 


“T didn’t let her finite 


“T’'ll wait,” I said. 

If she had said forg@it¥e hours, my answer would have been the same. The most 
important thing in lifS@ze@iar as | was concerned, was getting past the mahogany-col- 
ored rail, through thegiiiff@§ mahogany-colored door—into the private office of Ernest 
Collins. I had to see Sitimmmlk to him and convince him to give me the job I wanted. 


il let. 














I walked back over to one of the dec- 
orative divans for waiting visitors, sat 
down and made a selection from the 
heap of magazines on the small table. 
The magazine only served the purpose 
of making me appear occupied. Ac- 
tually, my eyes wandered about this 
large, luxurious reception room with its 
expensively modern motif, its air of 
prosperity. Even the receptionist looked 
expensive with her severely smart, tai- 
lored navy blue dress, her face, hair and 
hands so perfectly groomed. 

Yes, Ernest Collins had done fabu- 
lously well for himself. I had no doubt 
that he rates as one of the top ten real 
estate brokers in all the metropolitan 
area. Certainly, he is kingpin among the 
men who buy, sell and handle property 
in our Negro community. Somehow, 
God willing, once I got past that sacred 
door, I must convince him to listen to 
me. I want to work for him in any ca- 
pacity he’ll allow—if I have to scrub his 
floors and empty his wastebaskets. 

I don’t need this job as other people 
desperately need a job. I don’t need it 
for food and shelter and clothes. I need 
it for life itself{—for life and love. I need 
it so I can humble myself before Ernest 
Collins; so I can regain for myself the 
self-respect I once had. If Ernest Collins 
had been any less of a man I would have 
robbed him of his self-respect too. You 
see, I knew Ernest Collins when. I knew 
him before he was important and wealthy 
back in the days when I was Mrs. Ernest 
Collins. That was only five years ago, 
but it seems like centuries . . 

I’m not trying to make excuses for my 
miserable failure as a wife—and as a hu- 
man being. But in all fairness, one has 
to know and understand my family back- 
ground in order to realize how I became 
the selfish, arrogant individual I was. 
There are two words to describe the kind 
of family of which I was a product—so- 
cial climbing. 

You know the kind of people who are 
always striving—sometimes making the 
most ridiculous sacrifices—to keep up 
with the Joneses. They’re the type who 
live for appearances and feed on the sat- 
isfaction of ego. Like my mother, for 
instance. Mother came from a poor, un- 
known family of hard-working folks and 
she married a poor, hard-working man. 
She married for love and I’ve always 
had the impression that somewhere 
along the line, she decided she’d made a 
bad deal, but determined to make the 
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best of it. That’s why she became a cal- 
culating, heartless tyrant, driving poor 
dad almost to his death so she could ac- 
complish her goal. 

Mother’s goal was best represented by 
an imaginary boundary. A boundary 
which separated the “cross the tracks” 
kind of existence into which I was born 
in an odious slum neighborhood in 
Brooklyn from the beautiful, luxury- 
breathing atmosphere of the then exclu- 
sive Bedford-Stuyvesant section. Today, 
Bedford-Stuyvesant still boasts many 
gorgeous homes; many well-kept lawns 
and prominent and prospering people. 
But, in some of its neighborhoods the 
ravages of the rooming house and the 
careless dwellers have taken a toll. When 
I was born—and when Mother dreamed 
of splendor, a select small number of 
Negroes lived in the area. There were 
doctors and lawyers and successful busi- 
nessmen; schoolteachers and govern- 
ment workers who ignored the loud pro- 
tests of whites as they bought the neat 
brownstone homes, the white brick 
buildings and the fine houses with large 
front and back yards. 

When mother made up her mind about 
a thing, it was scheduled to happen. 
While I was too young to know or care 
what was going on, the way I under- 
stand it now, she vowed, hook or crook, 
to move her family out of the disrep- 
utable Williamsburg section where we 
lived; out of.the cheap, run-down old 
walk-up into the fresh air and sunshine 
of Bedford-Stuyvesant. 

Almost immediately after she made up 
her mind, Daddy, who had a fair job as 
night watchman at a Williamsburg bank, 
got himself a part-time factory job in the 
day. The poor man scarcely had time 
to breathe, much less enjoy life, but that 
made no difference to mother. She could 
drive you to do something from sheer 
desire to get away from her sharp tongue 
and constant nagging. We moved into a 
good-looking two-story private home on 
Bainbridge Street. Mother was fulfilled 
—or almost so—for our neighbors were 
the cream of so-called Brooklyn Society 
Negroes. On our right lived the choir 
director of one of the largest churches in 
the community. On our left was the fam- 
ily of a prominent attorney. Neat white 
plaques in windows of a dozen homes 
advertised the presence of leading doc- 
tors and dentists. 

To get the down payment for our new 
mansion, mother had browbeat Daddy 


into borrowing money from a well-to-do 
brother in Philadelphia. The loan was a 
boon to mother. But I think that ne. 
gotiating for it produced one of the 
major tragedies in Daddy’s life. Basi- 
cally, he was a most independent man, 
The brother who financed him had al- 
ways lorded it over him and laughed at 
him for being a plodder, a failure, 
Mother didn’t care about that. All she 
wanted was the money. And she got it. 

It took then ten years to pay for the 
home. By the time mother and daddy 
owned the deed, daddy was practically a 
physical wreck. He’d never been the 
robust type and the constant drain on his 
physical resources wore him down ter- 
ribly. He might have been able to sur- 
vive the physical abuse if only mother 
had sustained him with loving attention 
and gratitude for his efforts. Even when 
very small, I could sense the adoration 
daddy had for her. But mother had no 
time to offer devotion and warmth. She 
was busy social-climbing. And she be- 
came an expert. 

There was a formula in our commun- 
ity about how you got yourself recog- 
nized as a socially significant member of 
the community. There was a certain 
church to attend. There were special 
clubs into which you must be accepted. 
There were parties, dinners and teas at 
which you had to be included as a guest. 

Mother joined the right church. She 
cultivated the pastor’s wife, organized 
drives to raise money for the organ fund, 
the building fund, the welfare club. She 
maneuvered her way into a bridge club 
which had a membership of doctor's 
wives and school teachers. She pulled 
strings and worked connections to get 
herself invited to the right places. And, 
in the meantime, she let daddy die. She 
let him die, weary, broken in spirit and 
bleeding heart. 

But—if she neglected her husband, 
mother didn’t neglect her daughter. 
Since the first time I became aware of 
wants, mother saw to it that I had every- 
thing a growing child could desire. | 
went to school, dressed as well as the 
child of the wealthiest parents. I had a 
play-room and toys which put me on an 
equal footing with the children of the 
neighbors who were so much _ better 
equipped to give their youngsters like 
advantages. I grew up, knowing that all 
I had to do when I settled my mind on 
something, was to ask mother. There 
was but one (Continued on Page 52) 
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My Bitter Revenge 


(Continued from Page 30) 


for the rest of her life. I didn’t begrudge 
her security in her declining years, but 
the way she and my sister were going 
about it threw all the weight on my shoul- 
ders. I was the one who had to do without 
so that Gladys could always look her best; 
1 was the one who had to take a back seat 
when last minute changes in Gladys’ plans 
upset the routine of our lives. There was 
nething I could say or do to make Mom 
see my side of it. 

I must admit, though, that Gladys was 
trying every trick in the book to lead 
some man—any man—to the altar. In fact, 
she worked so hard at it that the fellows 
seemed to grow wary of her. She had 
plenty of fellows, but sooner or later they 
would drift away. 

Meanwhile, I managed to buy some 
clothes and began to have a few dates with 
fellows in the neighborhood. Now that I 
was working I was able to take better care 
of my appearance. As long as I was on 
my own I did all right. But whenever 
Gladys was there, I withdrew into a shell, 
overshadowed by my popular and more 
attractive sister. 

Although I was earning my own living 
and helping to pay most of the expenses 
at home, I hadn’t cut loose from my sis- 
ter’s domination. Id find myself running 
errands for her, doing favors for her, 
giving her money, and all the time resent- 
ing it. 

I hated the way they took advantage of 
me, the way they kept the best of every- 
thing for themselves. I never thought that 
someday I’d be in a position to pay them 
back—-with interest. Oh, sure, I used to 
imagine being free of them, of having 
money and clothes, of having them beg me 
to forgive all the mean tricks they played 
on me. But those were only day dreams 
that completely ignored the facts of life. 
No one knew better than I. I’d stopped 
believing in fairy tales and Santa Claus 
about the same time. 

One of Gladys’ boy friends was Kenny 
Rowan. He was one of those happy-go- 
lucky fellows everybody likes but nobody 
takes seriously. He was the life of any 
party and no affair was complete unless 
Kenny gave a_performance—imitations, 
dancing, and recitations. You see, he was 
an actor. At least, he’d been in a couple 
of Broadway plays and had the clippings 
to prove it. But no plays had been pro- 
duced in our town since WPA days and 
the only ones we saw were those on tour 
from New York. So I guess that was one 
reason nobody took Kenny seriously. 

For another thing, he had ideas as big 
as all outdoors; fabulous schemes that he’d 
spend weeks figuring out. Nothing ever 
came of them, but that didn’t stop Kenny 
from going on to bigger and better dreams. 
It was a little funny at that, him spouting 
off about the big break he knew was 


coming and sitting there with holes in his 
shoes! 

He was a neat dresser, though, and put 
up a good front. But we all knew that he 
was barely scraping by. He was a marvel- 
ous dancer and could hand out a line like 
a movie star. But the minute the party 
or dance was over, everybody—especially 
the girls—forgot all about Kenny. 

Kenny was so infatuated with Gladys he 
couldn’t see straight. I used to feel sorry 
for him because of the way she pushed 
him around, stood him up on dates, humili- 
ated him in front of her friends. I kept 
asking myself that if he didn’t mind, then 
who was I to take offense? 

He worked in an all-night lunch room 
and had to be on duty until midnight the 
night of the big Valentine’s Day party to 
which he’d persuaded Gladys to go with 
him. I guess he planned on getting off 
early, but something must have gone 
wrong because about 9 o’clock he phoned 
Gladys. She blew her top. 

“If you think Im going to wait around 
for you until midnight, then you’re crazy!” 
she said. “The best part of the fun will be 
over by then. In case you didn’t know, 
Mr. Big Shot, there were half a dozen 
fellows who begged for a chance to take 
me tonight,” she added haughtily. 

I saw her smile to herself and I knew 
that Kenny was doing everything but get- 
ting down on his knees to beg her not to 
break their date. Finally, Gladys said, 
“Well, I wouldn’t be caught dead walking 
into an affair like that by myself!” She 
listened for a moment, a look of exasper- 
ation on her face, then said, “Oh, all 
right. I’ll do it this once, but this is the 
last time you ever stand me up!” 

She slammed down the phone and sat 
there drumming her fingers on the table. 
Then she turned to me and asked sweetly, 
“Myra, honey, how’d you like to go to a 
nice Valentine’s Day party?” 

“Sorry. I—I’ve got a date,” I lied. 

She eyed me suspiciously. “Then that 
makes it perfect. Bring him along—if 
you've really got one.” 


TRIED TO GET out of it, but as usual 
she had her way and I tagged along. 
I had a miserable time. Although I was 
wearing a new dress, I felt self-conscious 
because I thought everybody was compar- 
ing me with my sister. When Kenny 
arrived a little after midnight, Gladys was 
busy charming Gus Bellamy, a car sales- 
man who was a new arrival in town. He 
was no prize package in the looks depart- 
ment, but he made good money and that 
was all Gladys needed to know. 

Kenny and I found ourselves parked 
on a sofa watching the fun. Soon our 
conversation turned to his favorite topic— 
the theatre. As he talked, his face lighted 
up and his eyes began to sparkle and I 
suddenly realized that none of us really 
understood this tall, lean young man with 
the expressive face and dramatic gestures. 
He wasn’t handsome, yet there was some- 


thing appealing about him. I found myself 
listening with genuine interest. 

“It seems to mé you're wasting your 
time in this town, Kenny,” I said at last. 
“I think you’ve got loads of talent.” 

He bowed his head and made a wise- 
crack. “Thanks, Myra,” he said. “You 
may be right. I’d be back in New York 
right now if it weren’t for her—” He 
nodded across the room where Gladys and 
Gus were dancing, locked in close em- 
brace. 

“You see,” Kenny explained, “if I could 
get Gladys to marry me, I'd take her with 
me and—” 

“Let’s dance,” I said abruptly. 

“You don’t like your sister, do you?” he 
asked a few minutes later. 

“I know her—maybe that’s the same 
thing.” 

“If I could only make an impression 
on her,” he sighed. 

“You’d do better to worry about making 
an impression on somebody who can do 
something for you!” I snapped. I resented 
the way he kept mooning over Gladys 
while he was dancing with me. 

A couple of days later Kenny phoned 
me. An actor he’d known in New York 
was appearing in a movie and he asked me 
if I'd like to go with him to see the film. 
I quickly agreed. When Gladys found out, 
she burst out laughing. 

“He’s a perfect match for you, dear 
sister,” she said scornfully. “Maybe the 
two of you will get married. If you do, 
you'll never starve—but ham can get to 
be a pretty monotonous diet!” 

“This is just a date, not a wedding,” I 
flared back. “Besides, I think Kenny has 
talent and I wouldn’t mind helping him 
get started. With you and Mom on my 
hands, I’ve had plenty of practice sup- 
porting people!” 

That shut her up, but quick. Later, 
thinking about what I’d said in the heat 
of anger, I decided that I really meant it. 
If you had faith in a person, then you 
didn’t mind working and sacrificing and 
waiting. 

After the movie, Kenny took me to the 
place where he worked. Just sitting be- 
side him, our shoulders touching as we 
munched on hamburgers, made the evening 
complete for me. He seemed to enjoy 
talking to me and I was glad that he liked 
my company. 

“How did you like Sid?” he asked. “He 
really got a good break in Hollywood.” 

“He was all right,” I conceded, “but not 
half as good as you are.” 

“He’s got a movie contract,” Kenny said 
ruefully. 

“Yes, but I think people have to make 
their breaks instead of waiting for them 
sometimes,” I told him. “Take you, for 
instance. We don’t have plays in this 
town, but we do have radio. Have you ever 
thought—?” 

“Say, wait a minute!” he said excitedly. 

(Continued on Page 39) 
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Do West Indians make better lovers? Maybe they do. May- 


be they don’t. But one thing is sure: many tourists think 


they are the greatest when it comes to the art of romance. 


The Lure of “J ROPIC Al 


HE TALL, TAWNY-BROWN MAN, 
splendidly-built and with powerful 
muscles rippling almost musicaliy under 
his sheer shirt, sat at the small table in a 
darkened corner of Nassau’s principal 
night club for tourists. Facing him 
across the table was a young, beautiful 
English girl whose clothes and manner 
revealed the highest breeding. From the 
stage of the night club came the pulsing, 
exciting music of the native trio; music 
dominated by the heady beat of drums. 
The man picked up his long glass, 
sparkling clear with gin and coco-nut 
water, and looked once again into the 
eyes of the English girl. The message 
he read in her smouldering eyes burned 
through his brain and caused him to 
drop his own eyes in sheer embarrass- 
ment. Almost as if hypnotized, the girl 
was staring at him. She had been un- 
able to take her gaze away from him 
since he had succumbed to her urgent 
command to join her at her table. 

For a week now, night after night, this 
girl had been coming to the club where 
the man worked. Night after night, she 
had been pursuing him with meaningful 
looks, with notes dispatched by waiters. 
Night after night, she had been inviting 
him to her table. The man had been re- 
luctant to accept the invitation. Finally, 
the sheer strength of the girl’s will had 
broken him down. 

The girl did not speak. She did some- 
thing much more eloquent. Removing 
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an exquisite diamond ring from her fin- 
ger, she took the man’s hand and slipped 
the ring on his finger. Minutes later, the 
girl and the man left the club together 
and went out into the warm, tropical 
night. Their departure marked the be- 
ginning of an affair so torrid that, weeks 
later, the girl’s parents hastily shipped 
her back home. 

The man was my uncle. The night 
club is owned by my dad, Paul Meeres, 
Sr., who, in the 20’s was the toast of 
America and Europe as a dancer. The 
situation was a repetition of the kind of 
thing which happens as frequently in the 
picture-story atmosphere of beautiful 
Nassau as the sun rises and sets there. 

It is no secret that Nassau and other 
tropical places around the world attract 
hundreds of highly-placed, wealthy Eu- 
ropean and American women whose de- 
sire for travel and sightseeing is only 
incidental to their quest for exotic love 
and that type of emotional excitement 
forbidden to them in their own sur- 
roundings. 

Whether or not it is mythical or pure 
imagination, these women have built up 
in their minds the conviction that the 
romantic capabilities of West Indian 
men are far superior to those of men in 
their own countries. And even many 
women, perfectly innocent of thrill-seek- 
ing intentions, are placed at a physical 
and emotional disadvantage when they 
encounter men of the tropics for they 


have been mentally conditioned for years 
to expect something new, different and 
intensely exciting. 

I have seen European and American 
women come to the islands and complete- 
ly lose all inhibitions. I have seen them 
come into my father’s club and, after 
drinking the enervating gin and coco- 
nut highballs and listening to what is 
probably the most fantastic drumming 
in the world, pay my father considerable 
sums of money to close the establishment 
for the rest of the night so that they can 
give vent to purely natural and raw emo- 
tion. I have seen them strip off their ex- 
pensive clothes, remove the bobby pins 
from their well-coiffured hair and really 
let that hair down, releasing themselves 
in starkly orgiastic dancing. When day 
breaks, it is all we can do sometimes to 
get them to go home. 

I am not insinuating here that these 
women are depraved and _ thoroughly 
immoral. There are reasons, if not justi- 
fication, for the reckless abandon with 
which they fling themselves into frenzied 
appreciation of their tropical surround- 
ings. Coming from the cold, dignified 
atmosphere of their own lands, they are 
unable to cope with the terrible tempta- 
tion boiled into their blood by the sun’s 
insidious rays; the tingling created with- 
in them by the rhythm of the drums, 
which have a traditional tendency to at- 
tack the nervous system; the subtle ef- 
fects brought about by the food and 
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drink of the tropics and its climate. Alto- 
gether, these factors seem to combine to 
convince the titled and moneyed female 
visitors who come to the islands without 
their husbands—and many who come 
with them—that they must test the love- 
making proclivities of the native men. 

Some of the amour-minded tourists 
conduct their affairs of the heart with all 
the cloak and dagger secrecy of a mod- 
em-day Mata Hari after American 
atomic secrets. Others make no bones 
about their intentions. There was the 
case of the fabulously rich English peer- 
ess who fell so madly in love with my 
father that, at his mere appearance on 
the stage, she yielded to the urge to run 
out into our garden and roll on the 
ground in her evening clothes; after a 
few minutes returning to the club in hys- 
teria, half-laughing, half-crying, her 
gown covered with the red clay of Nas- 
sau and wet with the dew which falls 
heavily at night there. All of this, of 
course, followed her indulgence in a few 
gin and coconut waters. 

While I am certain the idea of the ro- 
mantic prowess of men of the tropics is 
tremendously exaggerated in the minds 


of women like this, there is some evi- 
dence that West Indians, by nature and 
atmosphere, are somewhat more inclined 
toward the role of the lover than their 
Northern brothers. Ever since time be- 
gan, people of the warmer climates of 
the world have been deemed more warm- 
blooded than those of the colder cli- 
mates. Nor is this confined to the men. 
The same way a tropical flower blooms 
in its native atmosphere of warmth and 
tropical rains and, as quickly as it 
blooms, yields to death, so the women of 
the warm countries mature at an early 
age and settle down within a few years. 

There are many tropical flowers which 
growth with the morning sun, bloom in 
the noonday sun and die with the eve- 
ning sun. Yet, while they are in full 
bloom, they are infinitely more beauti- 
ful than the most delicate hothouse flow- 
er which lives an entire summer in a 
Northern atmosphere. The sun in the 
West Indies not only burns the skin, but 
can also penetrate a full dress suit to 
reach the flesh and past the flesh into the 
very marrow of the bone. Actually, the 
fountain of youth for which the famed 
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covered in God’s natural tropical sun. 

The average West Indian girl (and 
when I say West Indian, I mean persons 
of the West Indies and the whole Car- 
ribbean section, including Haiti, Puerto 
Rico, Cuba and the British-dominated 
islands) at the age of 14 is as ripe as 
some exotic fruit and as ready to be 
plucked. She is lush, soft, alluring and 
possessing a natural beauty unsurpassed 
in most sections of the world. By the 
age of 25, she has married, settled and 
probably has a nice-sized family. This 
doesn’t mean that her beauty is faded or 
that she has lost her appeal in the eyes of 
men. For even as many a picturesque 
tropical tree drops its flowers and seed, 
the sun still preserves it for many a year. 
In the North, according to statistics, the 
average girl doesn’t reach maturity until 
she is almost 19 and isn’t likely to be 
settled until she is 30. 

As for the young men of the West 
Indies, they reach full maturity at 15 
and are known to be quite capable as 
lasting lovers at that tender age. Again 
we go back to the sun and the magic in- 
fluence of its rays on the human body. 
Not to ignore the moon which casts its 
hypnotic spell over all the islands and 
the stars which hang low in such rich 
clusters that you feel as if you could 
climb on top of a thatched hut, reach up 
and grab a handful. It is so wonderfully 
true that everything about the tropics is 
inspirational toward romance. 

With the atmosphere already created, 
any warm-blooded male or female would 
find it difficult to repel natural inner 
urges. Those who are too cold-natured 
or too experienced to still react to the 
stimuli of the sun and moon and climate 
are aided by the exotic foods of the West 
Indies which include many hot peppers 
and a delicacy called Conch Salad. 
Conch Salad has been established to be 
an aphrodesiac and is given credit for 
having and giving more power than any 
body rejuvenator for males or females 
in our present modern age or the past. 
Tourist couples coming to the islands 
and celebrating their 15th or 20th wed- 
ding anniversaries have been known, 
after eating a plate of conch salad over 
a period of time, to feel like honeymoon- 
ers in the first glow of wedding bliss. 
The conch fish grows in a huge conch 
shell. Taken out of the sea, it is chopped 
up, mixed with hot peppers, lemon, a 
little tomato and eaten raw. It can be 


boiled, stewed, fried or baked and never 
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loses its potency. It’s a great dish! 

The average West Indian man thrives 
on conch salad. There is also a very 
powerful stimulant in the nationally- 
known drink of gin and coconut water 
which we have mentioned above and in 
the strong rum for which the islands are 
noted. If all these aids to amour so de- 
finitely affect visiting tourists, imagine 
what they do to the West Indian man 
who has been using them as a matter of 
course since early childhood. Speaking 
of the tourists, I am reminded of another 
incident which demonstrates the aban- 
don with which visiting women are af- 
fected while in the islands. 

While dancing at my father’s club one 
night, I was amazed to see an English 
woman become so overcome by the mes- 
sage of the drums that she ran up on the 
stage, took off her shoes and began to 
dance with me in the middle of my act. 
She was a very important woman whose 
name is headline material at home. It 
was fortunate for her that none of her 
hometown reporters were on the scene 
that night. Like many another native (I 
was born in America, but lived half my 
life in Nassau) I have known the flattery 
of being propositioned by these women 
who can afford to purchase what they 
desire. I am not of such indestructible 
moral fibre nor so inhuman or unnatural 
that I found it possible, on all occasions, 
to resist the gifts of money or jewelry 
or to fail to consider the offer of ex- 
pense-paid trips and the like. But I have 
always had a peculiar handicap in that 
my father is so well-known and so high- 
ly-respected in Nassau and that I did 
not dare go so far as to impair his good 
name. Nassau is so small a place and 
tongues will wag as fast and furious 
there as anywhere else. 

There are ever so many natives of the 
tropics who flatly turn down the proposi- 
tions of the tourists. Many of these are 
married men. I will not pretend that all 
of the married men refuse the blandish- 
ments of the visitors out of single- 
minded devotion to their mates. Some of 
them refuse simply because they are 
afraid of what may happen to them if 
their wives learn of their unfaithfulness. 
West Indian women have a tendency to 
guard jealously the devotion of their 
husbands. Most of them do so by being 
obedient and loving wives. Some of 
them do so by invoking the dark arts of 
witchcraft and voodoo—or as it is bet- 
ter known in the West Indies—obea— 


both to hold their men and to punish 
them when they stray from the path of 
virtue. 


OW, DON’T GET ME WRONG, 
I do not say that I believe in obea. 
Yet, there are times in the tropics when 
you have a tendency to doubt yourself 
and to question whether witchcraft isn’t 
actually possible. There is a tremendous 
trade in the buying and selling of love 
potions and powders which are supposed 
to accomplish romantic miracles. Any 
number of intelligent women will tell 
you quite sincerely that these strange 
drugs and concoctions have restored to 
them the love of their mate when there 
was a fear of losing him. Whether these 
potions actually have any power is a 
thing impossible to prove since love be- 
tween two people is a mystic thing which 
works in such unpredictable ways. 

I remember one prediction which 
proved frighteningly accurate. A couple 
who lived across the road from my fath- 
er’s house had a terrible quarrel. The 
husband warned his wife that he had 
invoked the powers of obea and that she 
would die within ten days. So vivdly | 
recall hearing her screams and passion- 
ate pleading which issued from their 
home for exactly ten days. She was ob- 
viously suffering horribly. At the end 
of the ten days, she died. The natives of 
course, said she had died because of 
witchcraft. But an autopsy revealed the 
woman had been poisoned. Of course, 
most of the superstitious natives wouldn't 
accept the coroner’s report. 

There are countless crimes of passion 
of this nature, brought about because 
of the blinding jealousy of West Indian 
women over their men, as well as men 
over the women. Many of the crimes go 
unsolved since burial is swift in the West 
Indies. Usually, the individual who dies 
in the morning is interred before night- 
fall, making it difficult frequently to de- 
termine the cause of death. 

Obea and the social stigma attached to 
divorce as well as the high cost of di- 
vorce actions in the West Indies combine 
to keep men and women of the islands 
united in marriage to a greater degree 
than in the United States, for instance. 
But one of the most important reasons, 
I believe, for the lower divorce rate in 
the islands is the fact that the art of mak- 
ing love there is indulged frankly and 
without inhibition. It is no secret that 
a large percent- (Continued on Page 80) 
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My Bitter Revenge 


(Continued from Page 35) 


“Radio! Maybe you’ve got something 
there, Myra!” 

“It’s worth thinking about. You’re twice 
as good as some of those I’ve heard.” 

We didn’t discuss the idea further, but 
| hoped that he would notice that I was 
interested in helping him in any way 
I could. Kenny talked mainly about me 
and how being with me gave him new 
ideas and inspiration. To a girl who'd 
been starved for attention all her life, this 
was like a dream come true. 

The first time he kissed me was one 
night after we had gone to a Decoration 
Day dance at the Legion Hall. We stood 
looking at each other after saying our 


goodnights, drawn together by some 
strange force that made us reluctant to 
part. 


He gave a funny little laugh. “This is 
really one for the books,” he said shakily. 
“I'm supposed to be the guy who makes 
with the words, but right now I can’t 
think of a thing to say.” 

I waited, hoping I knew what he wanted 
to say. but afraid to believe what I saw in 
his eyes. He bent down and kissed me, 
and I think I would have fallen if his 
arms hadn’t been tight around me. I felt 
his lips on mine and all my strength 
drained out of me, leaving me weak and 
trembling in his arms. 

“T mean it with all my heart, Myra,” he 
whispered. 

“And Gladys—?” I had to be sure. 

He hugged me tight. “Who’s she?” 

“Oh, Kenny—darling!” I cried happily. 

There were more kisses, more words of 
love, and each time a new and thrilling 
response rose in my heart. I knew then 
that all of Gladys’ sneers and all the jokes 
of our friends would never change the 
way I felt about him. We belonged to- 
gether, and together we’d succeed. 

We made plans to be married as soon 
as possible and I could hardly wait to 
break the news to Mom and my sister. 
As I expected, they both were dead set 
against it. They gave all sorts of excuses, 
but it all boiled down to one thing—they 
hated to lose their meal ticket. 

The day I left the house, lugging a 
suitcase and a cardboard carton containing 
all my possessions, was the second hap- 
piest day in my life. The happiest, of 
course, was the day Kenny and I were 
married at City Hall. 

The first few months of our marriage, 
life for me was much the same as it had 
been at home. I continued to work every 
day from 9 to 5; we had practically no 
money for clothes and recreation, and the 
bills piled up faster than we could pay 
them off. But there was one difference, a 
big difference. I had someone I could call 
my own, someone whose love and affection 


were payment in full for the hard work 
and sacrifice. I was positive that some day 
Kenny would make good. 

It happened even sooner than I dared 
hoped. The phone rang one night about 
11. It was Kenny. “Darling! Is something 
wrong?” I quavered into the phone. “It’s 
so late—I was already in bed.” 

“Well, settle back and switch on the 
radio, honey,” he said excitedly. 

“But, Kenny—what—?” 

“Don’t ask questions. Just tune in Sta- 
tion KFOB.” 

Puzzled, I did as he asked. I knew that 
he had half a dozen irons in the fire, 
auditions that hadn’t yet produced results, 
talks with radio executives that seemed to 
drag on week after week. I said a little 
prayer, crossed my fingers and waited. 

Sure enough, at 11 o’clock I heard his 
voice from the loudspeaker. “All right, 
you guys and gals on the Yawn Patrol— 
let’s get with it,” I heard him say. “Kenny, 
the Cool One, is ready to spin a few!” 

I was so excited, I telephoned Mom and 
Gladys to tell them about the new disc 
jockey show. They didn’t say much, but I 
could tell they were just as surprised as 
I was. Mom even had a civil word to say 
about her son-in-law, but Gladys was more 
jealous than anything else. “I could have 
had him,” she said enviously. “I still say 
he’s just a flash in the pan.” 

But it was only sour grapes. She was 
still chasing Gus and he just wouldn’t 
stand still for her. But I was too thrilled 
to be bothered with them and what they 
thought. From now on there was only one 
way for Kenny and me—to the top. 

Kenny’s show caught on immediately 
and his popularity zoomed like a skyrocket. 
His night-time show grew from a half-hour 
sustaining program to three full hours 
with sponsors. Then he got a morning 
show and the money began to roll in at a 
fabulous rate. 

“Well, baby, it looks like the lean years 
are over,” he said to me one afternoon. 

“Yes, but you’d never know it from 
this hole in the wall,” I complained, glanc- 
ing distastefully around our tiny apart- 
ment. “Really, Kenny, we can’t afford to 
stay in a dump like this. What will people 
say?” 

“Who cares what people say as long as 
we're going all right? 

“That’s just the point,” I complained. 
“We are doing all right, and from the 
looks of this place you might as well be 
back at the lunch counter! And I might 
as well be back at Mom’s!” 

He came over and kissed me. “Last year 
this would have been heaven to both of us. 
Now—” He shrugged and a serious ex- 
pression came over his tired face. “You 
just don’t understand show business, Dar- 


ling. Up one day, down the next. I’ve got 
you to look after now. I can’t afford to 
take chances like I was single. Let’s just 
fix up this place and stay here a while.” 


AFEW WEEKS LATER when Kenny 

learned I was going to have a baby, 
he was even more determined to save for 
the future and there was nothing I could 
do to change him. And all those months 
my bitterness grew inside me. I’d waited 
so long to have pretty things, to escape 
the drabness of tenement life. Yet, Kenny 
refused to consider my wishes and just at 
the time I was able to afford new clothes 
I was growing too big and ungainly to 
wear them. 

On top of everything else, Kenny kept 
so busy I rarely saw him. He’d drag in 
after signing off at 1 in the morning and 
go straight to bed. Then he had to be up 
at 10 for his daily show. Afterwards, there 
were sponsors to contact, records for the 
up-coming show to select, publicity to be 
arranged. I discovered that being on the 
air playing records and making jokes was 
actually a very small part of a disc 
jockey’s work. 

In all fairness, although Kenny was 
careful about money, he wasn’t stingy. He 
brought in an elderly woman to help with 
the housework, then take over completely 
when it was time for the baby. She was a 
pleasant, motherly woman named Mrs. 
Simpson and she was a big help and good 
company for me. Kenny also bought a 
car, but only because I insisted that he 
provide some way for me to get around. 

“Maybe you're right,” he said thought- 
fully, after I’d reminded him how reckless 
cab drivers sometimes were. “I’d never 
forgive myself if anything happened to you 
or the baby.” 

That was when it occurred to me that I 
had a perfect excuse to get anything I 
wanted out of him—the baby. 

The first day we had the car, I made 
Kenny drive over to see Mom and Gladys. 
I wanted to show off my prosperity. I 
guess I overdid it a little, bragging about 
Kenny’s income, displaying the ring and 
expensive watch he’d bought me. 

“Tt’s too bad we didn’t think of it be- 
fore,” I said to my sister, pretending to be 
deeply concerned, “but we could have 
bought the car from Gus. Has he pro- 
posed to you yet?” I asked innocently. 

Gladys glared at me and said nothing, 
but Mom said wearily, “I don’t know 
what’s wrong with that man. He just 
won't hold still long enough to talk about 
getting married.” 

“Well, when we buy our next car we'll 
get it from Gus—that is, if he handles 
Cadillacs,” I said. 

“Oh, would you, Myra?” Mom sounded 
as grateful as if I’d just deposited a new 
son-in-law on her doorstep. 

“What’s all this Cadillac business?” 
Kenny asked as we drove home. 

I laughed until the tears came. “Did you 
see Gladys’ face? She was boiling!” 
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“Don’t you think you were a little hard 
on them?” he scolded gently. “After all, 
they’re still your mother and sister, honey.” 

“T don’t feel the least bit sorry for 
them,” I said harshly. “All my life they 
treated me like dirt under their feet. 
Well, I guess I showed them today!” 

Of course, part of my peevishness was 
due to my condition. But I wouldn’t have 
missed getting that bit of revenge for 
anything; Mom treating me as if I were 
visiting royalty and Gladys turning green 
with envy. It did me a lot of good. 

At long last, the baby arrived and Kenny 
was almost delirious with joy. We named 
her Mary Anne, after his mother, and he 
spent money like water on her. Anything 
a baby could possibly need was waiting 
for us when we got home from the hos- 
pital. It was through Kenny’s adoration 
and concern for our daughter that I 
finally got him to move into a new place. 

“Don’t you see, darling?” I coaxed. 
“The baby should have a room of her 
own, especially with you coming in all 
hours of the night and day.” 

“Gosh! I never thought of that,” he 
exclaimed. 

The next week we moved into a lovely 
apartment, with plenty of room. Mrs. 
Simpson went with us and had a bed in 
Mary Anne’s room; there was a den for 
Kenny to work in, and as it turned out, he 
sometimes slept there, not wanting to dis- 
turb me when he came in late. 

Meanwhile, I was ready to do all the 
things I'd been planning those long, dull 
months when I was carrying the baby. I 
went on a shopping spree the minute my 
figure got back to normal, and with a won- 
derful apartment in which to entertain, I 
soon became a popular hostess. People 
who barely noticed me before were now 
regular guests at the numerous parties 
I gave. 

At first, those affairs were mainly to 
entertain people who could help Kenny’s 
career. But gradually they attracted men 
and women whose only interest was the 
free food and drink. Kenny raised a fuss 
about expenses, but when I reminded him 
he was a public figure and couldn’t afford 
to appear unhospitable, I got my own 
way. But he spent less and less time at 
home. 

One night I'd arranged a dinner party 
for some of my new friends who wanted to 
meet Kenny. He didn’t show up and I 
was furious. The guests, however, didn’t 
seem to mind until the liquor ran out. 
Then they went home. 

“What happened last night?” I de- 
manded angrily when Kenny came in after 
his morning show. “I had a house full of 
people waiting to meet you and you didn’t 
even bother to phone me.” 

“Please, Myra, I’m tired,” he said. “I 
got as far as the front door and heard all 
the noise, so I decided to get a hotel room 
for the night. I just had to get some 


sleep.” 


“Maybe it was better that way,” I told 
him. “It would have spoiled everything if 
you'd walked in with that long face!” 

He started to answer, but turned and 
went into Mary Anne’s room. A few mo- 
ments later I heard him playing with her, 
rolling over the floor and making her 
squeal with laughter. It was with a guilty 
feeling that I realized that the only time 
Kenny seemed happy was when he was 
with the baby. We never had good times 
together anymore. 

But I blamed everything else except my 
own selfishness. Despite what most people 
thought, Kenny had to work hard to keep 
the money rolling in. There was more to 
his job than spinning a few records and 
talking into a microphone. I knew I 
couldn’t have my cake and eat it and if 
having the things I’d been denied all my 
life meant long hours of hard work for 
him, then that was the way it had to be. 

Kenny and I grew farther apart. No 
longer did he discuss his work with me or 
ask my advice on matters. And I had be- 
come accustomed to going out alone or 
with other escorts who were always on 
hand, ready and willing. I left the care of 
the baby strictly to Mrs. Simpson, per- 
suading myself that I’d done my duty giv- 
ing birth to her and now was entitled to 
a little fun out of life. 

Every now and then I’d visit Mom, but 
only when I knew that Gladys wouldn’t be 
there. I still carried a bitter resentment 
against my sister. “How’s Gladys doing on 
her new job?” I asked one day, examining 
the dress Mom was sewing on. 

“Not so good, poor girl,” Mom sighed. 
“She’s not used to working, and she’s 
worried about the way Mr. Bellamy keeps 
stringing her along.” 

“She’s still trying to hook him!” I said, 
marveling at the time and energy she had 
spent with no success. 

Mom shook her head sadly. “And she’s 
not getting any younger, either. Well, 
maybe she’ll have some luck when he 
takes her to that cocktail dance this Sun- 
day. Maybe he’ll take her for a drive into 
the country—” 

“He still sells cars?” I asked. 

She nodded. “Makes good money, too.” 

I changed the subject. “I like that 
dress.” 

She smiled fondly. “Do you? I’m mak- 
ing it for Gladys to wear Sunday.” 

I opened my purse. “In fact, I like it 
so much [ll buy it.” 

“But I told you—” 

I pulled out some bills and held them 
up. She hesitated, then pressed her lips 
together and took the money. I smiled as 
she stuffed it into the pocket of her apron. 
A new dress wouldn’t be the only thing 
my dear sister would be without on Sun- 
day afternoon. 

As soon as I got home I phoned the 
dealer Gus worked for. “This is Mrs. 
Rowan—Mrs. Kenny Rowan,” I said. “I’d 


like to arrange a demonstration of one of 
your new models this Sunday.” 

The way the dealer jumped at the 
chance to make a sale he would have 
come himself if I’d asked, but I men- 
tioned Gus Bellamy as a friend of the 
family and was assured he would call for 
me at whatever time I set. 

That was how it started, but before long 
the situation got out of hand. To begin 
with, Kenny was still dead set against get- 
ting a big, “showy” car; our small coupe 
was good enough for him. But I was deter- 
mined to change his mind and so I 
arranged for Gus to keep coming around. 
There was another reason I began to see 
a lot of him. The longer I kept the pros- 
pect of a sale dangling before him, the 
less time he had for Gladys. 

It was a crazy, illogical way I chose to 
strike back at my sister, but hate, like 
love, can twist a person’s actions around 
until no amount of reasoning in the world 
can explain them. Being a man, Gus 
didn’t exactly run from my obvious at- 
tempts to monopolize his time. 

Once when he came by I asked coyly, 
“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself for neg- 
lecting Gladys this way?” 

He smiled and sipped his drink. “Can 
I help it if business keeps interfering? 
Besides, it’s all in the family, Myra.” 

I had no illusions about his attentions 
to me, even when they went beyond the 
usual limits of salesman-customer relation- 
ship. My sister was still the most attrac- 
tive, but I was in a position where I could 
spoil her chances for the one thing she 
wanted so much. And it was fun, too. Gus 
was a flashy dresser and being a salesman, 
he was a smooth talker. 

But once again I over-played my hand. 
I should have been content with the knowl- 
edge that I had far more than my sister 
would ever have. Still I made an appoint- 
ment with Gus for a demonstration of the 
new car on the very Sunday afternoon I 
knew he had a date with Gladys, knowing 
there was more on his mind than making 
a sale. 

“We'll drive somewhere upstate—just to 
give you a chance to see how it handles 
on the highway,” he added persuasively. 

So contrary to every dictate of common 
sense and good judgment, I blithely went 
along on that outing. 

The less said about it, the better. Oh, 
I had a lot of fun, and Gus made the 
expected passes at me, which I laughingly 
turned aside. To tell the truth, I was a 
little frightened by his persistence as we 
parked in a wooded glade near the State 
park, but I managed to keep things under — 
control. The homecoming, however, was 
tragic. 

I was at the wheel, getting an idea of 
what the car would do. But I was too 
filled up with pride to concentrate on my 
driving; there I was, speeding along in a 
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“T2WAS THE NIGHT before Christ- 
mas when all through the house, 

‘ta creature was stirring,” .. . eXx- 

ept a world full of excited children wait- 
ng with bated breath the arrival of St. 
Vick. 
hristmas is a holiday made to order 

-pecially for kids and the young in 
art. What with stockings crammed full 


delicious goodies and presents piled 


Parents don’t seem to mind, for 


high under brightly lighted trees, it is no 
wonder eyes sparkle and shine with hap- 
piness of the Christmas spirit. Cookie 
jars are brimming with spicy tidbits that 
mothers have made for young broods, 
and candy and tiny cakes are placed at 
strategic “kid-levels.” Lucky is the child 
who has as his holiday specialty a gin- 
gerbread house, complete with a fat 
Santa and his gift pack. It takes so little 


MERRY XMAS 10 ALL! 


to make children happy. and this “do-it- 
yourself” gingerbread house is very sim- 
ple to make. With a little bit of ginger- 
bread, lots of sugar icing and loads of 
infinite patience, try your luck with a 
gingerbread house and we'll almost 
guarantee positive results. Look to the 
following pages for more “bake-it-your- 
self” ideas for good Christmas eating, 


for Merry Christmas eating. 
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Krinkle tweed 3-piece suit (l.) in the new mulberry shade. 
has low belted back box jacket with a slim skirt. The 
blouse, in a paler tone, gives a warm touch to this fall 
lonnybrook, suit is $40. Camel hair suit has a 
rtér coat with clan plaid lining and large patch 
#., Matching plaid blouse has a jaunty tie and is 
. a,camel hair skirt with self belt. By Donny- 

’ brook, it is $59. 
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SUITS 
OR 
WINTER 


INTER-BOUND suits with neat 
lines of distinctive styling are 
sparkling with color and the important 
look of disciplined smartness. Their “go 
together” feeling is exemplified in vari- 
ous styles, ranging from the casual lines 
of free swinging boxy jackets to the 
elongated torso look created by the suave 
| lines of the tunic jacket. Little boxy suit 
jackets boast smart pocket detail and un- 
usual button placement. 

This winter’s selection of suits has 
main interest placed at the hipline. Ac- 
cents are on the new tunic jackets with 
their slimming lines, although much at- 
tention has been given to suit jackets that 
are half way between the tunic and the 
conventional length jacket. Many wom- 
en favor these elongated jackets for they 

| do wonders in minimizing figure prob- 
lems. 

In the midst of sombre winter weather, 
a good suit first of all not only has to 
look and feel warm, but it also has to 
have all the qualities of excellent tailor- 
ing and a sense of elegance. These points 
are important in 1956 suits for they fore- 
cast many, many winters of wearing and 
a promise of long lasting durability. 

' Lively crisp-textured suit fabrics, with 
quiet resilience, enable skirts to shed 
wrinkles quickly and retain their fine 
tailoring. Wonderful, cloud-like wool- 

» ens with unbelievable soft textures also 
make the new winter suits akin to the 
unusual. English tweed is one of the 
More popular woolen patterns, along 

| with colorful plaids. 
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Black and white tweed tunic suit has a black kid belt and cuffed sleeves, and 
is trimmed in black braid. The skirt is very slim. By Kaybrooke, suit is 
$79.95. Chiffon scarf at neck by Vera. 
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Straw mat tweed long coat is worn with matching slim skirt, ana torso length 
wool jersey blouse. By Donnybrook, it is $70. Black watch jacket is worn 
with navy flannel skirt and jersey blouse. By Donnybrook, it is $49.75. 

















Pere is one of the happiest 
A “gift giving” holidays of the year, 
for young and old alike appreciate sin- 
cere remembrances and look forward to 
the thrill packed days of holiday shop- 
ping themselves. The frosty, nippy days 
of December find stores packed with a 
variety of gifts, from practical house- 
hold items to impractical knick-knacks. 
\n unprepared shopper will be literally 
snowed under” by the masses of gifts. 
On the other hand, with a little thought 
ipplied to the situation, wise gift selec- 
tions will not only make her a happier 
shopper, but on Christmas morning the 
recipients will be most grateful. 

Whether it is a sparkling new shaving 
set for Dad, or an exotic blend of teas 
from the East for Mom, each gift will be 
narked with a special happiness when 
ou know they are worthwhile. Possibly 
; you are looking for the ideal gift for an 
| old maid aunt who is grumpy, or a prac- 
tical but pretty gift for the gal in the 

fice, but whatever type of gift you want 
can be found if you shop skilfully. TAN’s 
lisplay of gifts are charming and in- 
enious, and need only a happy buyer to 
nake someone happy on Christmas 


orning. 
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For lovers of rare and exotic teas, John Wagner and Sons, well 

known tea and spice merchants, have assembled a “tea tray” con- 

taining twelve varieties, from all over the world. The package is 
gift wrapped, and sells for $2.95. 











The Presto cooker now offers automatic 

heat control, pressure regulating and air 

venting. It is smartly designed for table top 
cookery. Price, $29.95. 


New Presto Electric Pressure Cooker has 
automatic controls that makes pressure 
cooking easier, and speeds the cooking of 
all foods 3 to 4 times faster than normal. 














ratic 
1 air 
2 top 











A touch of elegance is Gay Fad’s new 
shaker, decorated with snowtrees in 22 kt. 
gold and white on a night-sky blue back- 
ground. Shaker is enhanced with a gold 
suede-tone cap. The cocktail glasses are 
7-piece set is $11.95. 





Handy labels in decal form transform 
glass or metal containers into useful and 
decorative kitchen containers. Done in 
shaded gold and black, there are twelve 
decals to each set in graduated sizes. De- 
cals are easily applied with water and are 
washable. From Authentics, a set of 12 is 
$1.50. 













An ideal companion for your serving dish or lazy- 
susan is “Snacknife,” from Allen-Arnold Company. 
Made of Sheffield stainless steel and hand decorated 
bone china handle, “Snacknife” can cut, spread and 
spear your delicacies. Gift boxed at $2.95. 











A perfect holiday gift designed 
by Sutain, is a set of Christmas 
party mixers that feature 6 dif- 
ferent Christmas motifs. Mix- 
ers come in an assortment of 
bright colors and are gift- 
boxed in gold cardboard and 
ribbon. A set of 6 mixers is 


$4.95. 















\ ANY SHOPPERS overlook the shortcut advantages 
of shopping by mail or telephone. Usually most 
local papers run such a column, particularly around the 
holiday season. Many even have an order-by-phone serv- 
ice and insure prompt and efficient delivery. The time 
and work saved is well worth looking into. This extra time 





eliminates exhausting hours of searching for gifts in 
rowded department stores. It is an especially wise way 

to handle small gifts that would otherwise keep you on the 
un for days. 





Ash Tray Set 
strous, hand-polished fresh water shell matches gold 
hed match book in white leather. By Richards, set is $8.95. 
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Table Wreath 


For a holiday centerpiece this 
Christmas bouquet of silver. 
tipped pine cones, snow flow. 
ers and holly, are nestled in a 
fern-filled, wrought iron shelf, 
and tied with a red satin bow. 
From Niresk Industries, $4.98 




















Twinkler 
A twinkler set turns lights on and off, achieving an effect like old 1. 
fashioned candles. From Shopping Ranch, $1.95 





a 

S. 

Lucky Man Toiletries fr 

Toilet set for men includes cologne, a liquid deodorant, hair cream, a 
a 





shaving lotion and lather shaving cream. By Lucky Heart, $3.85. 
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ike old 1. A carefully casual coif requires very little 
arranging outside of a few deft strokes with comb and 
brush. Soft wave in back helps to give “body” 

to the hair. Slightly longer toplock and sides frame 
the face with a soft fluff. 













2. The casual informal hair cut is smart in 

classroom or ballroom. This short style is so versatile 
it can be made to look “right” in almost any 
setting, whether its worn with a demure peter pan 
collar or a plunging cocktail dress. 


3. Shaped to a smooth “V” in the back, this 
efficient hair cut is worn winter and summer with 
equal ease. Bangs in front are a little longer and 
fluffed to give an effect of longer hair. 

Side wings are soft short curls. 


4. Side part on right pushes most of the hair over to 
the left side to give the effect of an intricate 

curl arrangement. Secret lies in the fact that curls 
are cut short and fall easily in place. 


5. Side view reveals a look of feminine continuity 
from toplock to back. Hair is cropped close and does 
not touch tip of collar. Smart efficiency is 

achieved with gentle wave arrangement over left ear. 


ream, 








SHORT 


HE CORRECT HAIR-DO, individ- 

ually styled for you, can mean the 
big difference between being plain or 
pretty. Choosing a becoming hair style 
is one of the wisest beauty investments a 
girl can make. What does your present 
hair style do for you? Make a quick 
trip to a mirror and ask yourself this 
frank question as you survey your locks. 
If you aren’t satisfied, then it’s time for 
you to take a look at the smart, efficient 
styles featured here. 

“Brush-quick” hair-dos can do so 
much for the girl with a hair problem if 
she does not want to spend all her time 
managing long hair or wrestling with a 
million pin curls to set short hair. 
Choose an in-between style that is ready 
to go with only a minimum of brush 
strokes and beforehand preparation. 
Short hair is still popular and will con- 
tinue to be so, mainly because it gives 
either an impression of cool sophistica- 
tion or a warm, casual look to the 
wearer. Try your hand at an efficient, 
short haircut and note the difference in 
your appearance. 


& EFFICIENT HAIR 

























































TS GIVING of deliciously fragrant “good-eat- 

ing’ gifts from the kitchen marked with your 
own stamp of perfection is one of the nicest ways 
to say “Merry Christmas” to special friends and 
relatives. The warm friendliness of spicy holiday 
goodies brings an extra measure of good will and 
happiness into homes during the yuletide season. 
Traditionally famous for their excellent flavor and 
wonderful keeping quality are rich, moist fruit 
cakes, filled with fruits and nuts. Turn your “sweet 
thumb” kitchenward and whip up cakes, cookies 
and candies for delightful Christmas gifts and holi- 
day parties. For an unusual holiday salad, surprise 
the guests with a picturesque “salad” house or make 
the children happy with a “cookie” house. 
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Busy community leader and mother of four says: 


“My family loves good food. 
| cook with 
Carnation. 


‘1 


Mrs. Esther S. Fields 
5113 Farrow Road 
Columbia, South Carolina 





No wonder Columbia, South Carolina, is 
proud to number Mr. and Mrs. Fields 
among its residents! For this busy cou- 
ple contributes so much to the commu- 
nity’s cultural and social life. 

“We're a big family, and love to enter- 
tain all our friends during the holidays,” 
says Mrs. Fields. “Carnation Milk is 
such a boon when you want your fes- 
tive dishes to be extra rich and creamy- 
smooth. Carnation’s special blending 
qualities do flavor wonders for candies, 
soups, sauces, gravies, desserts... for 
every recipe that calls for milk. Believe 
me, I know. I've been cooking with 
this wonderful milk for 18 years!” 
Sometime soon, try Carnation in this 
favorite recipe for pumpkin pie. Then 
you'll agree with Mrs. Fields — when- 
ever it’s good eating time, it’s Carna- 
tion time! 





> fF 
The Fields’ eldest daughter, Irby (cen- 
ter), is off to a gala party! Admiring 
her new dress are sisters Patricia (left) 
and Edwina. All the girls were raised 
on Carnation Milk formulas. 


Mrs. Fields says: 
“Pumpkin pie is never grainy, always 
smooth ...made with Carnation!” 








Carnation 
PUMPKIN PIE 
(makes 9” single crust pie 


The youngest daughter, Millercin, 
helps her mother bake a pumpkin pie. 
Making pumpkin pie with Carnation 
is just as “easy as pie” says this seven- 
year-old homemaker of the future! 


1% cups (large can) 
undiluted CARNATION 
EVAPORATED MILK 

2 eggs 

9-inch single crust 
unbaked pie shell 


1 cup granulated sugar 

V2 teaspoon salt 

1¥2 teaspoons cinnamon 

V2 teaspoon nutmeg 

V2 teaspoon ginger 

V2 teaspoon alispice 

Yo teaspoon cloves 

12 cups canned 
pumpkin 





Mix filling ingredients 
until smooth. Place in 
unbaked pie shell. 
Bake in hot oven 
(425°F.) for 15 min. 









Lower temperature to 
moderate (350°F.) 
and continue baking 
35 te 40 minutes or 
until custard is firm. 












After church the Fields plan to enter- 
tain members of Columbia’s “Couple 
Club” at a Sunday buffet. Naturally, 
there'll be lots of good coffee 
“creamed” with Carnation. 





“from 
Contented 
Cows” 


WORLD’S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 








Brazil Nut Cookies 
Brazil Nut cookies are dropped by spoon- 
fuls onto a cookie sheet and pressed flat. 
The crisp Swedish cookies with a ground 
Brazil nut coating are made as balls, or 
the centers may be filled with currant 
jelly. Children will enjoy cutting out the 
sugar cookies and giving them a Brazil 
nut petal trim. 





Si 
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Coconut Christmas Fudge 
Keep water boiling in bottom of double 
boiler. Place 3% thsps. cold water into 
top part. Add a package of quick coconut 
fudge mix. Let stand a minute, then stir 3 
or 4 minutes until glossy. Pour onto a 
buttered pan. When cool, cut in shape 
of stars, trees and bells. Decorate with 

dragees and cherries. 
ae Ly rhe, 











Mexican Orange Candy 
Melt 1 cup sugar in saucepan over medium 
heat until golden. brown. Add %4 cup boil- 
ing water and cook to a smooth syrup. 
Add 2 cups sugar, dash of salt, 1 cup 
evaporated milk and cook to softball stage 
stirring constantly. Add 2 tsps. grated 
orange rind. Cool. Add 1 cup chopped 
nuts. Beat until crystalline, then drop onto 





waxed paper. 










My Bitter Revenge 
(Continued from Page 40) 


sleek new convertible, not only wearing 
the dress Mom had made for Gladys but 
having my sister’s boy friend pay me 
court. 

But as they say, pride goeth before a 
fall—only it was a crash that brought me 
down to earth. By the time I saw the other 
car all I could do was jerk hard on the 
wheel and pray. 

Gus escaped with scarcely a scratch, 
but I suffered through an ordeal of pain 





2 too horrible to describe. I lived through it, 
”y Spoon- but when I finally got out of the hospital, 
ssed flat. everything had changed. We'd lost the big 
z ground car and also the small convertible we’d 
balls, or started out with; We had to move out of 
currant the big apartment back into one much like 

; out the the place we had at first. Worst of all was 
a Brazil the barrier that had come between Kenny 
and me. If he suspected that my outing 


with Gus had been more than an innocent 
drive into the country, he never mentioned 
it, but he would have to be more than 
human not to have had some doubts. 

It took a long time, but some of the 
hurt has gone out of my husband’s eyes. 
He’s constantly writing and making plans 
to get back on top where he was when I 
messed up our lives. He doesn’t confide in 
me as he used to, and that hurts. I’ve got 
my old job at the insurance company 
again and things are beginning to look a 
little brighter. 

Every time I get so tired I feel I can’t 


ige go on I look at my daughter, a beautiful 
double youngster, and it gives me courage. I pray 
or ia I'll never again fail my duty as a mother. 
cocci Because I know that she is the only rea- 
per son Kenny did not walk out; she was the 
outa only bond between us then. But I’ve 
shape solemnly vowed to make it up to her and 

te -with to my husband, someday, somehow. 
Yes, I got my revenge on my mother, 





who starved me of the affection I needed 
so desperately, and on my sister, who 
| tobbed me of my share of pretty things— 
but the terrible price I paid made it an 
empty victory. THE END 


{ THE 
) BEST 
| ROMANCE 
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New ARRID with PERSTOP proved 


1’ TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE 


Don’t be \ “= 
HALF-SAFE 























{ It’s easy to be SURE! 


New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Keeps Underarms 
Dry and Sweet...Stops Odor Up to 24 Hours! 


dry and sweet . .. stops odor up to 24 hours. 
No other deodorant can give you this pro- 
tection because no other contains PERSTOP. 
Safe for normal skin and fabrics. Get Arrid. 
with PERSTOP today. 


More men and women 
use ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, 
$o easy fo apply 











UsED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind 
of protection from perspiration and odor... 
rubbed-in protection. Rub Arrid in —rub 
odor out. Rub Arrid in—rub perspiration 
out. When the cream vanishes you know 
you are safe. 

HERE’S SECRET. Arrid now contains a new 
magic ingredient PERSTOP. And PERSTOP 
makes Arrid a real vanishing cream deodor- 
ant. That’s why Arrid is 1% times as effec- 
tive as any other leading deodorant —as 
proved by doctors. 

Arrid with PERSTOP keeps underarms 





















43¢ 


plus tax 


POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 

Phonograph Records Made 
| CROWN MUSIC CO., 1478-M, Broadway, New York 36, N. Y. 


6°" HIGH SCHOOL ,ove 


No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog! 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAS-53 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois 


DON’T BE HALF SAFE. USE ARRID—TO BE SURE! 





to $1500 MONTHLY 


Work in fabulous So. America, The Islands, Africa, 

U. S. A., or other foreign countries. All Trades, 
| Labor, Clerical, Drivers, Mechanics, Engineers, etc. 
Many benefits. Tax-free earnings. Chance to travel. 
| 










Fare paid if hired. Make and save a fortune. 
Application forms. Opportunities for women also. 
For free information Write Dept. 7 6 H 
NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 
1020 Broad, Newark, N. J. 


AFRAID? 

Is Your Life as It Should Be? Most of 
us would like to have it the way we 
want. Unfortunately, things don’t work 
out that way, sometimes. Perhaps 
something is missing! FAITH-HOPE-? 
Then you need our Genuine Rhodium 
Plated Holy Cross, to look at. . . think 
got .. . and pray to. Comes in a STUN- 
7 NING BLUE VELVET BOX, 
AND IS FULL OF FIRST 
QUALITY SIMULATED 
DIAMONDS on a BEAUTI- 


FUL CHAIN, to WEAR 
CLOSE TO YOU AT ALL TIMES. The SUBSCRIBE TO 


LORD’S PRAYER is in the center of 


our CROSS. Wonderful as a GIFT 





































your loved ones. DON’T BE AFRAID 
TO BELIEVE IN IT AND YOU WILL 
BLESS THE DAY THAT YOU 
BOUGHT IT. Only $3.00 with order 
sam, (C.O.D. $3.50) Money Back in 7 days if 
R2=3) not satisfied. BELADOR, 125 BROAD 
3 ST., DEPT. 110-A, NEW YORK 4. 
FREE with every CROSS, a copy of one of the smallest 
Bibles in the World, to fit your purse or pocket. 


~~ Up to a $10 Photo Studio Value Only $1 


BILLFOLD 
Copied mJ PHOTOS $ 


trait Paper. Each (2'/2x3'/2 inch) 
PHOTO is beautifully DECKLE 50 for only $2 
DGED. 
UST to get acquainted we will make you these NEW artistic, BILLFOLD PHOTOGRAPHS that are the rage 
for exchanging with scl.ool mates, as gifts and enclosures with greeting cards or in correspondence. SEND 
NO MONEY, just enclose your favorite snapshot or any size photo for 20 or 50 BILLFOLD (Wallet) SIZB 
PHOTOS (one pose) suitable for framing and keepsakes. Used by thousanas of students, teachers, job seekers, 
parents, movie stars and others. Original returned with your order. Pay postman on arrival plus a few cents 
for our C. O. D. and postage or enclose the money and we prepay. 3-day service. Portrait studio quality and 
satisfaction guaranteed. Please send within 15 days to 


MOVYLAND STUDIOS. _ pop: 112, 21: w. 7m st, DES MOINES 2, 1OWA 


= 
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(Send No 
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I Was Ashamed Of My Husband 


(Continued from Page 34) 


thing she demanded in return. Early in 
life I learned that this sole compensation 
which mother required was what she 
called “a sense of values.” 

A sense of values meant that a certain 
ill-dressed, poor little girl named Jeanie 
whom I wanted for a buddy in grammar 
school days, must be dropped like a hot 
potato. A sense of values meant that my 
friendships were restricted to the daughter 
of Doctor Clark or the son of Lawyer 
Brannon—and all the rest of the set of 
the specially-blessed. A sense of values 
meant that you judged people not by what 
they were but by what they did. I grew 
up, hugging that philosophy close. It was 
the only one I knew. 

I even remember feeling strange about 
my Daddy up until the time he died. 
Mother’s teachings were that I was as 
good as the next-door neighbor; that there 
was nothing the parents of my little 
friends could do for them that mine 
couldn’t accomplish for me. It worried 
and harassed me secretly that Daddy 
didn’t look or act anything like the other 
fathers I knew. Most of them were well- 
dressed, brisk and able to devote some 
time to their children. I couldn’t under- 
stand why daddy always wore ill-fitting, 
ancient clothes; why he was always tired 
and doing hardly anything but working 
and sleeping. I never told a soul but I 
was embarrassed almost to tears when 
Daddy came walking down the street 
looking so weary and beaten and awk- 
ward. Oh, I loved him very much. But I 
wished that just once my small playmates 
could say; “Here comes your daddy” 
without causing inside me a sense of 
defeat and shame. 


W HY DID DADDY have to work so 

hard and look so beaten, I used to 
wonder. Why couldn’t he be a doctor or 
dentist or lawyer or successful real estater 
like the others? He seemed so incongruous 
with his hang-dog air, compared to the 
splendor in which both Mother and I lived 
and moved. 

Incongruous or not, my small heart was 
broken when he passed away. I remem- 
bered how his eyes had always lit up with 
such gladness when I ran down the street 
to meet and kiss him. Somehow, it 
seemed, his love for me was all that kept 
him going, made him able to take his 
drab life as long as he did. Daddy’s death 
was a major inconvenience to Mother. I 
don’t think it meant anything more than 
that. He had a stroke. The doctor came 
and soon there were many people tip- 
toeing around the house. I was taken away 
to a neighbor’s home to remain for a few 
days. When I returned, I was told my 
father had, gone away for a long rest. 
Silly, the excuses they make to intelligent 
children. I knew Daddy was dead; that 


52 


I’d never see him again, coming down the 
street, looking for me, his eyes brightening 
when he saw me. 

Mother had to find some means of in- 
come. She and Daddy had repaid the 
money ray uncle loaned them as a down 
payment on our home. She appealed to 
him for another loan, placed a mortgage 
on the house and, with the money, opened 
a small, smart real estate agency in our 
neighborhood. She studied enough to ob- 
tain a salesman’s license, operating under 
the sponsorship of an established broker 
from another neighborhood. Within two 
years, she had become a broker herself. 
With her church and club contacts, her 
ruthless aggressiveness and alert business 
sense, it wasn’t long before Mother became 
one of the prominent businesswomen of 
the borough. When I was fifteen, Mother 
remarried. Her new husband was the well- 
to-do broker who had started her off in 
the business. He was a stern, unattractive 
man, years older than Mother. I didn’t 
see how anyone could love him, although 
I tried very hard. But Mother immedi- 
ately got what she wanted out of the 
marriage—position and security. She had 
one more cherished ambition. That was to 
get me married “well.” With all her care- 
ful training, I knew what kind of man I 
was expected to capture. He must have 
looks, come from a family of background 
and wealth and be in one of the profes- 
sions or have prospects of same. Mother 
had planned beautifully. In the set in 
which I grew up, there were several pros- 
pects who fitted every specification. And, 
while I would hate to sound conceited, the 
truth is that I had my pick of them. At 
sixteen, I was the proud possessor of a 
trim figure, an attractive face and a sophis- 
tication and grooming of appearance which 
spoke well of Mother’s efforts. 

In fact, our whole set boasted that 
sophisticated manner which young people 
of so-called distinction seem to acquire 
automatically. I wasn’t keen enough then 
to know that it was a false, posed veneer 
of seeming to know all about the world 
and to be cynical about it all. What a 
bunch of little stinkers we were. We 
didn’t believe in love or any of the great, 
moving things of life. We sneered at 
people who didn’t travel in our circle— 
or treated them with a patronizing air. We 
lived only for the sorority and fraternity 
parties, the dances, the weekend trips out 
of town. Our morals were highly ques- 
tionable and our big-shot parents knew it, 
but didn’t care—as long as we didn’t get 
into any trouble that showed. The mothers 
and fathers of the boys looked upon their 
escapades with the girls as proof of devil- 
may-care attractiveness. The parents of 
the girls looked the other way at what we 
did, figuring that it was all a potential con- 
tribution to ensnaring the right man. 


I’m not going to pretend that I was a 
goody-goody, any better than the rest. But 
there were two things, I think, which 
saved me from actually descending to the 
level of conduct which seemed to be ex. 
pected in our crowd. One was that I had 
inherited some of the sensitive feeling 
which was a hallmark of daddy’s charae. 
ter; a sense of values which not even 
Mother had been able to destroy totally, 
The other reason was the almost uncon. 
scious rebellion seething inside of me, 
brought about as the result of what I call 
my “secret world.” 

That “secret world” was the world of 
books in which I lived for endless hour 
on hour as I grew up. From the time | 
was able to spell out words for myself, 
I was an ardent bookworm. I think it all 
stemmed from those early days—before 
my family lived on the “right” side of the 
tracks. In those days, Daddy had the 
time, several nights a week, to tell me 
beautiful little stories about the delightful 
things of the world—animals, plants, 
fairies, elves and the like. Daddy was a 
gentle, romantic, sentimental man. I re. 
member drinking in every inflection of his 
quiet voice as he told me the stories. And 
as I grew up and Daddy became too tired 
to come to my bedside and charm me to 
dreams—and after he himself left us, | 
retained the hunger for the choice pretty 
things of literature. 

I wish every mother and father could 
know the great good which can come of 
books—the right kind of books. So power- 
ful was my secret world that, unknown to 
mother or to my crowd, I had built in my 
mind a set of principles which were great 
enough to stand up against the teachings 
of my blasé environment. I knew basically 
that life was vital, that true love was 
precious, that human worth could not be 
truly measured in terms of what you have 
rather than what you are in your inner 
soul. 

That’s why—at the hectic parties, the 
reckless weekend trips (supposedly prop- 
erly chaperoned), I never once allowed 
myself to go too far, to become too com- 
mon. I was as warm-blooded and pas 
sionate as the next girl in our crowd. I 
was thrilled and moved by kisses and 
caresses and dancing too close to a boy. 
I felt the flush of emotions surging inside 
of me during a necking session in the 
moonlight, or a parked car after a dance. 
But something held me back. 

But nothing could hold me back from 
agreeing—at eighteen—to become Tommy 
Barton’s fiance. Of all the boys who 
showed a preference to me, Tommy in- 
terested me most. I know now that the 
reason he stood, head and shoulders, above 
the rest was that I sensed that he was 
the least phony of them all; that he 
genuinely cared for me. As for the others, 
I knew that they were influenced by the 
reasoning of their parents that my looks 
and my step-father’s money and mother’s 
prominence made me a “good bet.” 
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I'd always liked Tommy. He was my most 
constant date. His fresh attractiveness and 
sensible point of view appealed to me. We 
made excellent company for each other. 
That’s why—after mother had waged a 
determined campaign—lI consented to be- 
come engaged to him. Mother kept telling 
me how important it was to catch the right 
man before he slipped away. Tommy’s 
widowed father was outstanding in local 
politics, had been appointed one of the 
first Negro judges in the city and was 
well-fixed financially. Tommy himself, as 
brilliant a young man as any in town, was 
a promising law student and intended to 
hang his shingle in the downtown district 
of Brooklyn when he finished school and 
passed the bar. 

I didn’t mind too much being engaged— 
but that’s actually the kind of attitude I 
had toward the whole thing. A negative— 
or you might say, passive—kind of atti- 
tude. Subconsciously—way, way down 
deep in my innermost heart, I was rebel- 
lious against the farce of promising my 
life and love to someone who was close to 
me, but for whom I could feel no sweep- 
ing, consuming emotion. I didn’t realize 
the depth—or even the existence—of this 
rebellion until months after we’d become 
sweethearts officially. But now that I look 
back, it was that secret world of mine— 
the world of romance in the great books 
of the ages which made me sense that 
engagements and marriage for convenience 
and for material gain were no less than 
blasphemy against the true and deep 
significance of love. 

Deep in my heart, I was searching for 
that kind of feeling which brings the twin 
sensations of love and pain; that sudden, 
catastrophic, upsetting and precious reac- 
tion which makes eating and sleeping im- 
possible sometimes; that drives away all 
reason and common sense for a moment 
and influences one to be willing to make 
any sacrifice. In short, I was searching for 
the kind of thing I found when I lost my 
heart to Ernest. 

You may laugh all you like at the ro- 


mantic theory of “love at first sight.” but 
you'll never get me to join you. I know 


that it can happen. It happened to me— 
swiftly, violently—the day I saw Ernest on 
the watermelon wagon. I didn’t meet him 
or even talk to him that day. Nothing more 
substantial than the flash of a smile passed 
between us—and yet, without warning or 
reason, my whole world was turned upside 
down because of that chance encounter. 
My heart knew what it meant to tremble, 
to vibrate—to be a true heart. 


RONICALLY ENOUGH, I was with 

Tommy that afternoon. There’s a sec- 
tion of Brooklyn—back behind the main 
thoroughfare of Fulton Street—across the 
dividing line of two almost completely dif- 
ferent worlds. It is a section of slum-dwell- 
tts and poor, struggling folk whose clothes 
and manner of living are as shabby and 
pitiful as the run-down homes in which 


they live, crowded, noisy and seemingly 
denied the dream of progress. 

Mother had asked me to do an errand 
for her in this distasteful neighborhood. 
But she made certain that I would have 
the protection of Tommy’s company. We 
went to the home of an ancient woman 
who roomed with a large, noisy family in 
a disgraceful old apartment building, alive 
with noise and the smells of uncollected 
refuse. Tommy and I sniffed unpleasantly 
as we pulled up in front of the house in 
Tommy’s sparkling. new convertible. We 
got into the building and got out as soon as 
possible. It was on the way back to the car 
that I glimpsed the crotchety peddler’s 
wagon, creaking along with the help of an 
unbelievably aged horse—and driven lazily 
by a slouching, long-legged young man 
with furiously curly black hair, a com- 
plexion of pure chocolate and a flashing 


set of brilliantly white teeth. This was 
Ernest-—but I didn’t know it then, of 
course. All I knew was that he looked 
like a disinherited young god. The first 


sensation I got was caused by the sound 
of his voice. 

“Waddy-melon,” he announced, not so 
much in the voice of one trying to sell 
wares as in the tones of a person duty- 
bound, certain intervals, to discharge 
as duty and justify his presence. 

It was a rich, mocking voice—a caress- 
ing, musical voice. 

I glanced up at its owner and Ernest 
was looking at me, almost through me, a 
wide smile playing across lips which, be- 
longing to someone else, would have ap- 
peared unpleasantly big. I saw warm, 
brown eyes, the blinding smile, the almost 
imperceptible air of kindly mockery. I 
saw the broad shoulders which would have 
been magnificent if it hadn’t been for their 
slouching informality. I was fascinated, 
intrigued, spellbound. And I fell in love 
impossibly, illogically—absolutely in love. 

The next minute—how I do not know— 
I had taken my seat in the car. The water- 
melon peddler’s back was to me as he went 
his unambitious way down the street on 
the front seat of his wagon. Tommy had 
noticed him—and probably sensed the un- 
spoken communication which passed _be- 
tween the peddler and me. 

“There’s a guy without a worry in the 
world,” Tommy said philosophically and 
with just a touch of patronage in his voice. 

Some unaccountable thing within me re- 
acted to that smug statement as tender 
flesh to the bite of a whip. 

“How do you know whether he worries, 
Tommy?” I asked, speaking almost from 
a dream. “You don’t know anything about 
him.” 

Tommy must have been mildly amazed 
at my reaction. He didn’t say anything else 
about the peddler. In fact, we exchanged 
no more conversation all the way back to 
our reassuringly neat home street. All the 
way back I was thinking: “I don’t know 
anything about him. I don’t know his 
name or where he comes from or what he 
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thinks. But he’s beautiful. God knows 


he’s beautiful.” 

I lived, night and day, in fantastic, frus- 
trating dreams of a beautiful watermelon 
peddler with a slow, sweet smile. I tried 
very hard to laugh at myself for my ri- 
diculous concentration on a lad I would 
never see again. 

But I knew I would see him again. Be- 
cause I had to. And I did. 

One afternoon, about six months later, I 
saw him slouching down the street toward 
me. There was no other way to describe 
that lazy, unconcerned walk of his. I knew 
I was going to speak to him—a stranger 
on the street—contrary to all my training 
and _ habit. 

He was a few feet away from me and 
the smile broke across his brown face 
again. I was certain the steady rhythm of 
my heart had become suspended. I sud- 
denly wanted to turn and run. Instead, I 
smiled nervously back. 

“Hello,” I said. The minute the word 
was out, I wanted to die. 

“Hi,” Ernie greeted me with as much 
warmth as if we had known each other 
for years. “You're the girl with the fine 
Caddy-convertible, huh?” he questioned. 
We were standing facing each other. I 
realized quite breathlessly that he was 
even more handsome than I had estimated. 
His eyes were fine, deep brown. His hair 
was crisply curly, although somewhat un- 
ruly now. He wore a turtle neck sweater 
and jeans which emphasized his slim- 
hipped sturdiness. I noted that the shoul- 
ders which he abused so horribly by his 
careless posture, were broad, good shoul- 
ders. 

“Oh, that wasn’t my car. That belonged 
to my—to a friend,” I told him. “My 
name’s Alma,” I volunteered, no longer 
amazed at my own audacity. 

I flushed as I noticed that Ernest was 
skillfully inspecting me from neck to toe 

the way boys look at you from street 
corners— but somehow not with that kind 
of offensive appraisal. 

“You live on this block?” he asked. I 
nodded. 

“Me too,” he told me. “Just moved in, 
me and Mom. Yesterday morning.” He 
looked at me earnestly. 

“You’re different,” he said. 

My heart raced. It was the kind of thing 
a girl heard so often that the usual re- 
action was to pass it off with a smart 
retort. But coming from Ernest, it was 
more than acceptable. It was thrilling. 
Only, I found out quite abruptly that he 
didn’t mean it the way I’d accepted it. 

“Most of these folks in this neighbor- 
hood are hincty,” he continued. “Not you. 
You’re friendly. I like friendly people. 
After all, ain’t nobody better’n me—even 
if they have got that moola.” 

His appealing smile cancelled out the 
bitter envy I heard in his voice. I thought 
of how the crowd would shudder at his 
grammar, his down to earth lack of sophis- 
tication. 
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“Maybe you’re even friendly enough to 
let me come to see you some night—like 
tonight,” he hinted. 

Nothing slow about this character, I 
thought delightedly. The next minute | 
had a sinking feeling iyside, realizing how 
horrified Mother would be if I invited him 
to our house. dit 

“I’m sorry. I’m busy tonight. I 
mean .. .” I stammered, my mind racing 
in contrast to my halting speech. Yes, 
yes I wanted to see him tonight, but it 
couldn’t be at my home. I had a wild 
inspiration, heightened by the obvious dis- 
appointment on his face. 

“Tell you what,” I suggested. “I don’t 
look forward to what I’m supposed to do 
tonight anyway. Suppose I meet you at 
the corner, down by the church. I don’t 
feel like staying in tonight. So Ill just 
meet you—and we can take a walk or 
something.” 

Ernest measured me with his eyes. 

“You mean it might not be so hot for 
me to come to your house,” he said think- 
ing aloud. I was astonished at the in- 
tuition which enabled him to size up the 
situation immediately. Or maybe he was 
just expressing the alertness of the sensi- 
tive. But strangely, there was no resent- 
ment in his discovery of my awkward at- 
tempt to cover up. 

“Okay, Alma,” he said. “What time? 
How’s eight?” 

“Fine,” I answered. A few steps away 
I turned. 

“Oh, by the way. You forgot...” I 
began. 

He was standing there watching me. 
The smile crinkled again. He didn’t let 
me finish. 

“Tt’s Ernest,” he said. “Ernest Collins. 
I was wondering if you were gonna ask.” 

“See you at eight, Ernest,” I promised. 

I walked on clouds. I lived on air. I had 
met him again and I was more hopelessly 
entranced. I knew as unerringly as I knew 
my name that I was in love. 

I went wildly and blindly into my affair 
with Ernest like one starved all life 
through for love. Slipping out of the 
house to meet Ernest held for me all the 
romance and thrill of every elopement 
and romance I’d ever read or dreamed 
about or seen on a movie screen. For the 
first time in my life I was defying all I’d 
been taught. I knew—when the evening 
was over that I’d go on defying mother, 
my whole set of acquaintances and friends 
in order to be with this wonderful new 
boy who did things to the tempo of my 
heart, who had captured me a prisoner of 
his easy charm. 

The pattern of that date was one which 
happened over and over. Meeting at the 
corner .. . strolling through the neighbor- 
hood park hand in hand . . . stopping off 
in tiny candy shops and drinking giant 
ice cream sodas... talking delicious 
small talk . . . never speaking of love but 
happy, so happy in each other and acting 
for all the world as if we’d been sweet- 
hearts for years. 


Everything Ernest said was different and 
wonderful. With his vivid recollections 
for my guide, I learned about the world 
of people who didn’t have the comforts 
and advantages which had been mine auto. 
matically. I learned how Ernest’s father, 
an incurable drunkard, had left his mother 
to bring up three boys; how—from the 
time he was sturdy a youngster, Ernest had 
sold papers, done errands, huckstered 
watermelons, washed windows and mowed 
lawns to help his mother. Somehow he’d 
managed to get away with a minimum of 
school attendance and, while he was, by 
all the standards I knew, uneducated, he 
had that strange knowing wisdom which 
a youngster gets when he fights his way 
up toward manhood. 

Soon there were fewer long strolls, less 
talk—more quietly ecstatic hours we spent 
sitting on park benches in secluded sec. 
tions of the park. Soon there were the 
long, hurtingly wonderful kisses, the ten- 
der words, soft whispered, the understand- 
ing meaningful holding of hands together 
as we watched the moon blessing our 
moods of love, heard the faint stir of the 
breeze in the summer trees. 

I was alive with love for Ernest. I was 
alive with desire for him—desire which 
simmered slowly, dangerously into a flame 
of wanting. 

We never talked about the thing which 
weighed in our minds most heavily—the 
difference between his life and mine. It 
was brought home to us so dramatically 
the first time Ernest took me home to 
meet his mother. I saw and loved im- 
mediately a tiny, work-weary woman with 
a light of love in her eyes for her 
handsome son. She was kindness itself 
and, for all her shabby surrender to life, 
had a kind of dignity which sent my 
heart’s warmth flowing out to her. She 
accepted me without apology or embarrass- 
ment, into the neat, barely furnished top 
floor apartment which was their home. 
She was un-self-consciously sweet to me, 
approving me instantly and giving me the 
impression that anyone who was all right 
with Ernest was fine with her. 

It was Ernest who was self-conscious. 
He seemed ill at ease to have me in his 
humble home. He explained that they 
were saving to buy furniture, that one 
of these days he was going to take his 
mother out of white folks’ kitchens and 
buy her dresses and give her other com- 
forts. I kissed away his apologies. All I 
wanted was to be with him and I told him 
so. 

After my first visit I was welcome at 
Ernest’s home and accepted as his girl. 
There was an easy, unrestricted sort of 
atmosphere for us there. Ernest’s mother 
and his two older brothers never blinked 
an eye or seemed to notice when we dis 
appeared into Ernest’s room to spend 
long hours together. There was none of 
the prudish, hypocritical cover-up charac 
teristic in my set—a cover which only 
masqueraded the basic things of life that 
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went on anyway. The first time I faced 
Ernest in the semi-darkness of that small 
stuffy room he took me into his arms 
with a new intention. Twin dams of love 
broke loose within our separate selves— 
twin dams which surged to meet and fuse 
in a wonderfully terrible, passionate merg- 
ing which swept us off our feet into a 
rich communion of harmony. 


\W HAT HAPPENED that night—and 
what happened so many times there- 
after was what I had believed to be so 
awfully wrong. But with Ernest it seemed 
so sweetly inevitable, so completely right 
and real. 

I was hopelessly, helplessly, willingly 
his. 

And now came the test of our love. 

It was miraculous for how long a period 
I'd been able to get away with my secret 
dates. Night after night I’d invented lies, 
excuses, subterfuges. Night after night, I’d 
found ways out of social obligations, 
pleaded headaches. fabricated tales about 
work or reading I wanted to do. This 
couldn’t go on forever. One evening the 
storm broke. 

One of my girl friends, curious because 
I was missing all the social functions of 
our crowd, had conducted her own inves- 
tigation and had learned of my meetings 
with Ernest, the fact that I was visiting 
his home. She “confided” in her mother 
who promptly reported the facts to mine. 

Mother was waiting up for me that night 
when I slipped into the house. She was 
sitting in the darkness of the living room. 
I stepped back in shock when she switched 
on the lights just as I began to tiptoe up 
the steps. 

Mother’s face was livid with rage. 

“Come in here, you little slut,” she 
commanded. “Come in here and let me 
take a good look at you. I know all about 
you and that nasty tramp you’re sneaking 
around with. And I want to tell you that 
it’s to be stopped immediately. Do you 
hear me? You’re not going to disgrace 
me and your father by acting like a com- 
mon little street hussy.” 

[ stood transfixed, staring at my mother 
as she raved. I heard her use words I 
never dreamed would pass her lips. I lis- 
tened flushed with shame at the dirty, 
filthy, sordid accusations, the gutter lan- 
guage with which she lashed me. She 
stormed and cried and threatened. She 
would hound Ernest out of the neighbor- 
hood. She would go to his home and make 
a scene. She would have my father to 
flog me within an inch of my worthless 
life. I had been possessed with a sense of 
guilt about my rendezvous with Ernest. 
Now, listening to the way Mother talked 
about us, my guilt seemed purged, washed 
away. My determination to stand up against 
her, to defy anyone who threatened to 
break up Ernest and me stood out in bold 
relief in my mind. 

“T love him,” I cried when she had 
spent her fury and said her last word of 
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abuse. “I love Ernest and he’s no tramp. 
He’s better than you and all my phoney 
artificial friends—the friends you’ve bought 
me—the friends I don’t want and don’t 
need. I love him and no one’s going to 
stop me from loving him or him loving 
me. We’re going to be married—married 
and you can’t stop us.” 

Mother’s face was ugly with contempt. 
I was almost hypnotized as she walked 
slowly, menacingly toward me and slapped 
me hard—twice across the face. 

“You ungrateful little wench,” she 
hissed. “You’ve got the devil in you, but 
I'll take care of that. You will never 
see him again. Hear me? Never again. I'll 
see to it.” 

My hands were pressed unbelievingly 
against the hot flesh of my burning cheeks. 
I turned and ran up the steps to my 
room and sat on my bed, staring into the 
darkness. I just sat there until streaks of 
dawn were playing across my window. I 
was waiting—waiting for seven o’clock— 
the time Ernest left his house to go to 
work in a midtown factory. 

Twice Mother came and knocked on the 
door, imploring me to let her in. I sat, 
motionless, as if I didn’t hear her voice. 
I was just waiting, waiting to go meet 
Ernest. We had never talked of marriage, 
but now that I had told mother defiantly 
that we were to be married, I meant to 
see that it came true. I would marry 
Ernest. Not soon. Immediately. I would 
work and struggle with him and live as 
he lived. But we would be happy. My 
mother couldn’t stop me. As far as I was 
concerned, I had no mother. I had dis- 
owned the terrible, bitter woman who had 
called me every vile, ugly name ever in- 
vented. 

A few minutes before seven I made my 
way stealthily out of the house again. I 
went to Ernest’s house and rang the bell. 
His mother answered the door. She took 
one look at my face and I went into her 
arms sobbing and telling in broken sen- 
tences what had happened. 

“Everything’s going to be all right, 
sugar,” she comforted. “Everything’s go- 
ing to be all right.” 

Well it was all right—for the next few 
days. I got what I wanted. I married 
Ernest. That same day he took me up to 
the YW in Manhattan—just to stay for the 
waiting period until the license was valid 
and to get me away from the block while 
the cyclone of social gossip raged with my 
mother as the storm center. 

I heard that my mother accosted Mattie 
Collins at her front gate with the dignity 
of a fishwife—which wasn’t exactly the 
way Ernest put it—and Mattie Collins 
replied with the dignity of a duchess. 
Mother also met Ernest and let loose with a 
broadside—and Ernest held his fire like 
a strong man can especially when he 
knows he has already scored. Ernest knew 
that Mother was a successful real estate 
broker. I’m sure it was at that very mo- 
ment when she was lashing out at him for 
having the gall to suppose her daughter 


would so much as look at him with h’'s 
lack of education, his inferior job, trying 
to make him feel like he was less th 1 
nothing—it was then that Ernest made |: s 
iron resolve to rival her in her own field— 
to show her what he really could amount 
to. 

Looking back now, I’m sure that’s what 
did it. But he didn’t tell me then what 
was in his mind. All he said when he 
met me that evening in the Y reception 
was: 

“Your mother nabbed us coming into the 
house today. She sure let Mom and me 
have it.” He grinned forgivingly. “But 
Mom—she can handle anybody.” 

“What did you say?” I asked him. 

“Me? Not a mumblin’ word. I just 
stood there and took it. I said to myself: 
I should worry, I already got the prize.” 
He grinned again. “Gee your mom sure 
can spiel—You suppose that’s what makes 
her a good insurance—I mean real estate 
agent? That there must be a pretty good 
racket.” 

That was the nearest he came to hinting 
what was on his mind and I thought noth- 
of it. The day after the next we were 
married. 

As a husband Ernest immediately took 
the wheel. He firmly insisted that I stay 
at the Y for a few more days. At the end 
of that week he sprang a surprise. The 
Collinses had moved away from my moth- 
er’s block. Moved? I was stunned for the 
moment that Ernest hadn’t let me in on 
the plamas. But of course it was the wise 
and logical thing to do—to save us further 
offensiveness and embarrassment. 

I just couldn’t wait to see our new apart- 
ment as the “A” train sped toward Brook- 
lyn. Ernest kept saying, “It ain’t what 
you’re used to and I know you’re not gonna 
like it much honey, but we gonna do better 
and better. I reassured my darling that 
with him I could make the best of any- 
thing. But when we got off at the Utica 
station, came up the steps and I started in 
the direction of Stuyvesant Park, Ernest 
turned me gently around: “This way 
sugar.” My heart sank to my toes. Ernest 
had moved back across Fulton Street— 
back into that ugly eyesore of a neighbor- 
hood that I had set my dainty foot in only 
once—the day I met him. We were mov- 
ing back there. I walked in silence be- 
side Ernest, thinking for the first time. not 
of love, but of the uncertain future, think- 
ing of the protective, easy way of life I 
had just given up for this man I loved 
and desired. Before marriage, love is just 
a wonderful dream, but marriage itself 
is the awaking to reality. Could I take 
it—Had I made a mistake in being too 
hasty. Ernest’s fingers pressed mine and I 
felt a warm surge of tenderness. But it 
could not dispel the riotous confusion of 
my thoughts. And when we stopped in 
front of the rickety old frame house that 
Ernest said he had rented, all my instincts, 
all my attitudes and deep-rooted habits of 
living rose in rebellion against this house, 
this street, this whole environment and 4 
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small voice was screaming inside of me: I 
can’t live here—I can’t stomach it—I just 
can’t. 

Outwardly of course, it was impossible 
for me to hide the disappointment that 
overwhelmed me in spite of myself. Ernest 
understood it, sympathized with it, and 
wisely said nothing about it. Inside the 
rickety old house it was shabby and pin- 
neat. There was Mother Collins, Ernest’s 
two brothers, Webster and Tab and a few 
of their friends waiting to extend me a 
royal welcome with a turkey dinner, ice- 
cream and wedding cake that Mother 
Collins had baked. They said I looked like 
a queen in the beautiful dress Ernest had 
bought me to get married in. They were 
as kind to me as they could be. But I was 
just unhappy. This was my first major 
casualty. I just couldn’t take it with my 
chin up. 

This was how my marriage began. 
Amidst love and kindness and the hum- 
blest surroundings and shame and resent- 
ment on my part. I hated that house 
where everything creaked—the stairs, the 
floors. the bed we slept in. The house 
seemed to have changed my whole mood 
and disposition and outlook. I would 
never have believed that this could happen. 
But it did. It was something I couldn’t 
seem to control. It was bigger than I was. 

I was so reluctant to be seen in that 
neighborhood that I didn’t leave the house 
for a whole month. I just idled about the 
house, stretched out on the bed and lis- 
tened to radio programs and read the 
newspapers and the books that Ernest 
bought me selected from the list I gave 
him. Mother Collins did all the housework, 
cooked all the meals without a murmur of 
complaint though she still went out to do 
day work three times a week. I never 
lifted a finger to help her or even offered 
to. But, though I had changed, she al- 
ways continued to be just as sweet and 
lovely to me as the very first day I saw her. 

I couldn’t stay in the house forever, 
and when I finally did go out, I walked 
quickly through the street with my head 
held too high, almost sniffing at the peo- 
ple I passed as though they were of some 
inferior breed. When the people next door 
smiled at me warmly and spoke, I glanced 
at them coldly and nodded briefly. If 
anyone stopped to speak to Ernest sociably, 
I would walk on impatiently and tap my 
foot waiting for him to come along. 

I even caught myself staring in an un- 
friendly manner at Ernest many times 
when he was talking to someone. And 
once when his company had left I sur- 
prised myself by bursting out—For God’s 
sake Erny, can’t you speak English yet?” 
He was very humble about it and answered 
seriously, “Maybe I’d better go back to 
school and take a course in it. Think so 
Baby?” 

I would invent any excuse rather than 
walk with Ernest across Fulton Street 
through the section where I lived before. I 
tealized I was actually afraid I would 
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meet some of my former acquaintances and 
have to introduce him. I called them 
snobs, not admitting that I was being just 
as much of a snob as any of them. Ernest 
was handsome enough and his clothes 
would do very well. But I didn’t want 
anybody laughing behind our backs about 
how he abused the English language. I 
was actually ashamed of my husband. 


FoR TWO YEARS I lived with Ernest 
—his wife—burning with an impos- 
sible mixture of resentment and love. I 
blamed everything on that house, that 
neighborhood. It never once occurred to 
me during that time that I could have 
gotten a job and helped Ernest and my- 
self. 

When I knew I was pregnant, I became 
a little less than frantic. I absolutely could 
not bring up a child in this type of en- 
vironment. I told Ernest so. He said, “It 
won't be long now, honey.” He talked as 
though he had something up his sleeve. 
For a year now he had been attending 
school in the evenings. I was not even 
interested enough to ask him what he was 
studying—I only felt sorry for myself. I 
said: “I don’t even want the baby to be 
born here—in this house.” 

And then something happened to me 
that changed the whole picture overnight. 
My father’s brother, Uncle David—the one 
in Philly—died and left me—of all people 
—the fabulous sum of sixty thousand dol- 
lars. He must have had a soft spot for 
Daddy all the time. I’m sure he knew 
how Mother had driven my own Dad with 
an intensity that brought on his death. 
That was why he left me the money in- 
stead of Mother. 

What tremendous luck! It happens to 
people sometimes. 

It happened to me. Just when I was 
desperate, at my lowest ebb, and needed 
it the most. Just when the baby was on 
its way. 

What a difference money could make! I 
could dream now. I could plan. The 
very first thing I would do would be to buy 
a house—a beautiful house on the right 
side of town—the most elegant house I 
could find to outshine Mother’s house, or 
any in which my fair weather friends 
lived. I would not merely catch up with 
the Joneses. I would surpass them. 

I confided my intentions to Ernest and 
was surprised and hurt at his reaction. We 
had our first real battle of words. 

“Do what you want with your money,” 
Ernest said. “But you’re not buying me 
any house. I’m buying you a house when 
I get the money.” 

I turned on him with angry amazement 
and stinging words. 

“And when and where do you think 
you'll ever get enough money together to 
buy me the kind of house I’m used to—the 
kind I dream of having again,” I said with 
sarcasm. 

“A good deal sooner than you think.” 
His voice was serious. 

“You’re just talking to hear yourself,” I 
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told him. “Why don’t you put your money 
where your mouth is? The only kind of 
house you could buy me is a dump like 
this one. I hate this house! I hate it, do 
you hear—and I don’t intend living in it 
another day! 

When Ernie saw how hysterical I was 
becoming his voice softened as it always 
did when he wanted to reassure me. 

He said, “Look honey—I know it’s been 
tough for you livin’ like this and all. But 
sugar I’m workin’ on a deal I wanta sur- 
prise you with. It’s somethin’ much bigger 
than you think. Please just give me a little 
more time. Now kid I don’t blame you for 
gettin’ all up in the air over this loot your 
uncle left you. Most anybody I know 
would hit the ceilin’ over a lot less than 
that. But please baby, take it calm an’ 
easy. Give me a chance.” 

His eyes were pleading but I looked 
away from him. All I could think about 
was getting back over on the “right” side 
of town. 

I replied stubbornly, “If you won’t ac- 
cept my proposition Ernest, I’m not stay- 
ing in this house another day.” His face 
got stubborn too. All he answered was, 
“IT won’t let you buy me a house Alma, 
and that’s that.” 

The next day I went back to stay at the 
YW. Ernest sent me money each week 
and I remained there for several months 
until the day I received word from the 
lawyer that the estate was settled. Then 
I began negotiations for the best real 
estate in the Bedford Stuyvesant area. I 
wanted this to be a complete surprise to 
my former friends and especially to 
Mother. I bought the house through a 
white agent, selected furniture and quietly 
moved in early one spring morning. Two 
o’clock that afternoon my telephone rang. 
It was Connie, one of the girls in the set I 
went around with before I met Ernest. She 
had “heard” I was back in the neighbor- 
hood and wanted to welcome me. I thanked 
her in my most charming manner. After 
all I would have to have friends. The 
more the merrier. 

After that the telephone kept ringing 
about every twenty minutes so it seemed. I 
just picked up a book and sat by it. The 
grapevine was buzzing madly. Everybody 
who was anybody knew that the young 
Mrs. Ernest Collins nee Alma Burton was 
back from across the tracks—independent 
now and richer by several thousands and 
living alone in that gorgeous brownstone 
on Stuyvesant Avenue opposite the park. 

That same evening my house was get- 
ting an impromptu warming—it was gay 
and rocking with guests and among them 
was Tommy Barton, my former fiance. 

My calendar for the month began to 
fill up with parties, dinner engagements 
and future affairs. 

Every evening after that I was having 
friends in or going out with the crowd or 
out alone with Tommy on a date. 

I was back from across the tracks. I was 
in again. I knew of course why I had 
been accepted back into the charmed 








circle. It was the money that did it. But 
I didn’t care as long as I was accepted. 
I really got quite a kick out of the feeling 
that my money was power. 

I thought of Ernest—every night before 
I fell asleep, and every morning when I 
awoke. I saw him in dreams of love and 
desire. 

Sunday afternoon the bell rang and 
there was Mother and my stepfather at the 
door. She kissed me and gushed over me 
—her prodigal daughter—told me how 
much she missed me and how glad she was 
to see me. She never mentioned Ernest. 

We had dinner together on Sundays 
pretty regularly after Mother’s visit, either 
at her house or at mine. One Sunday 
afternoon Mother asked me what I was 
thinking of doing to make a living. “You 
ought to have some source of income. 
Money doesn’t last forever especially when 
you keep drawing on it and not adding 
to it. You ought to invest some of it in 
some kind of business.” I thought that 
a very good idea. 

“There’s lots of money in real estate,” 
Mother continued. “How would you like 
to work with your father and myself?” 

I turned down that offer with thanks. 

“Maybe Ill go in for Beauty Culture,” 
I said—hairdressing and all that. I could 
run a really swank House of Charm—have 
several shops. I'll think about it.” 

I actually did start on the project with 
a course in Beauty Culture. 

I became so caught up in the social whirl 
that I lost my baby. I told myself I didn’t 
care about the miscarriage. The sharpest 
eye had not detected my pregnancy. After 
seven months my waistline had remained 
pretty much the same. I wrote Ernest a 
little note telling him about it and received 
his formal card saying he was sorry. That 
was all, 

Christmas went by and unbelievably it 
was spring again. It had been a whole 
year since I had left Ernest. I saw an 
announcement one Sunday afternoon as I 
was looking through the Amsterdam—New 
star in the firmament—up and coming 
young realtor Ernest E. Collins has set up 
his own office in the Crown Heights sec- 
tion of Brooklyn, one of the finer districts 
of Brooklyn to which only two or three 
Negro families have as yet deserted from 
the Bedford Stuyvesant area. I passed the 
paper to Mother. Her expression was hard 
to define as she read the article without 
comment. 

I thought many times after that: That’s 
what Ernest had meant when he was beg- 
ging me to give him a chance and I turned 
a deaf ear. This is what he had been 
working toward all the time. I hadn’t been 
worthy of Ernest. He had wanted to prove 
himself a man, capable of taking care of 
me in every way and I had denied him 
the chance. And all because of my colossal 
selfishness. I had never stopped loving him 
of course. But now it was too late. He 
would never come to me I was sure. And 
if I went back to him it would look as 
though it was only because he had become 
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e barrier. 

It’s been two years since I saw that first 
ittle item. Now almost any time you open 
, newspaper you will see his name. Ernest 
E. Collins has zoomed to the top. He had 
scooped all the other Negro agents by set- 
ting up his office in the newest area where 
the whites were moving away and the 
Negro families were moving in. He had a 
chance to get in on the ground floor and 
though there are now several others in that 
part of town his agency is still the biggest 
and the best. He has taken his brothers 
in as partners. It is now the Collins Con- 
slidated Realty Co. Of Brooklyn. The rea- 
son I am waiting here in his outer office— 
well it’s all due to Tommy. 

Tommy asked me the other evening 
would I get a divorce from Ernest and 
marry him. 

I was quiet for such a long time that 
Tommy said, “Look Alma, I love you and 
that’s why I’m going to give you a piece 
of advice that’s worth a million. 

“What is it Tommy?” I asked him. 









That would always be Tommy said, “Swallow your pride Alma 


and go to him and ask him to give you 
another chance. No matter what he thinks 
—if you love him enough—and I’m sure 
now you do—you can convince him that 
that is your only reason for coming. 

I thanked Tommy with tears in my eyes. 
I thanked him for giving me the courage 
to do what I wanted to do for two years— 
the courage to come and beg the man I love 
for a chance to show him that I really 
care. 

Whether I can do it or not—that is 
right now the sixty-four dollar question. 
It may be too late. I should have gotten a 
job when I first married him and worked 
hand in hand with him, helping to build 
this thing that he has dreamed of and 
achieved alone without the aid of a true 
mate. So now, I will not ask for anything 
but the job. And then perhaps, sooner 
or later—maybe much later—perhaps not 
at all of course—I’m just dreaming—he 
might still want to buy me that house he 
begged to buy me three years ago. Who 


knows? THE END 





Too Vain 


(Continued 


and studiously lit it, wondering why there 
was no answer to the phone call. I opened 
the door of the booth, stooped to pick up 
my overnight bag, and walked to the far 
comer of the waiting room. I took a seat 
by a sleeping Marine and gazed pensively 
at the tremendous chandeliers hanging far 
overhead, wishing that Ellen’s voice had 
answered the phone, and thinking that 
even now I should be rushing to her wait- 
ing arms. 

I was still engrossed in my mental ram- 
blings when I felt a sharp pain on my 
finger. I threw the butt of the cigarette to 
the floor and crushed it with the sole of 
my shoe. Suddenly, there was a great com- 
motion down the corridor that led to the 
side entrance of the station and, in a wild 
burst of color and chatter, a band of pen- 
nant swinging high school girls swept into 
the waiting room. They were gay, excited 
and fresh-looking. I smiled to myself, and 
remembered the first time I ever saw 
Ellen. 

Ellen was young and vivacious, with a 
healthy tanned-colored skin, brunette hair 
the shade of an autumn leaf, and the sexi- 
est hazel-brown eyes I have ever seen. 
Ellen’s brother Jay was captain of 
State’s football team and she had come to 
the campus to help root the team on to a 
great homecoming victory. It was in Octo- 
ber and I considered myself a big man on 
State’s campus. I was considered a good, 
hustling halfback, but deep down within 
myself I thought I was something more— 
4 Goliath on the gridiron and a suave 
Casanova in the social halls. 

I shook my head sadly as I checked the 
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from Page 27) 


time on my wrist watch and double- 
checked it with the giant clock on the wall 
of the waiting room. Casanova, I re- 
peated, oh, for the silly recklessness of 
youth. And how foolish I’ve been all these 
years running from love affair to love 
affair like a breakaway back in an open 
field—calling my own plays and breaking 
hearts. 

I thought of the times Coach Williamson 
would drill it in to us that no single de- 
fender ever stops a good halfback, and 
how we’d carry the rule over into our bull 
sessions, boasting that no single woman 
ever conquers a great lover. 

It was easy, I mused, to run wild on a 
campus that had five women to every male. 
And easy for a simpleton—such as I was— 
to think that the world, and its women, 
were at my feet. That’s the way I was 
when I first met Ellen. 

Vividly now, I remembered the way Jay 
looked as he elbowed his way through the 
crowd of spectators who had swept out 
onto the football field as the game ended, 
and introduced Ellen: 

“Johnny, this is my sister Ellen.” 

When I looked down into those beautiful 
eyes for the first time I was wordless in 
the presence of a woman. Somehow I 
managed to say, “Hello,” and was still 
groping for words when Jay pulled her 
away and headed for the field house. 

A year had passed before I saw Ellen 
again. It was my sister Sue, then a sopho- 
more at State, who came running to me on 
campus and announced: 

“Johnny, I have a very nice ‘little sister’ 
who is just dying to meet you!” 
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“Aw, forget it, Sue, I don’t have time to 
be playing around with these adolescent 
freshman chicks; I’ve too many girl 
friends already.” 

“You'll be sorry,” quipped Sue with a 
mischievous grin as she ran off across the 
campus. 

And that Saturday afternoon, after the 
Tanner University game, I was sorry as 
Sue came running across the field with 
Ellen, a bright-eyed, be-ribboned fresh- 
man, in tow. 


| GULPED, but quickly overcame my 
surprise and said: 

“Hello, Jay’s sister!” 

“Hello, Sue’s brother,” she answered, 
and smiled with a pixie gleam in her eyes. 

My thoughts were interrupted by the 
blare of the public address system an- 
nouncing the arrival of a train from New 
York. I watched a twin stream of passen- 
gers pour from a stairway and an esca- 
lator. A redcap passed, pulling a wagon 
heaped high with luggage. I reached for 
my own overnight bag, got up, and headed 
back through the crowd toward the tele- 
phone booth. 

I dug deep into my pocket and pulled 
out some change, from which I selected a 
dime, which I slipped into the slot on the 
telephone. I listened to it jingle as it 
dropped into its place within the black 
box ... then there was the soft buzzing 
in my ear. I dialed the old familiar num- 
ee Aes i dane bette oie Dictate a 
0...4... and waited, casually think- 
ing of the numerous times I’d dialed it be- 
fore—and hopefully waiting for that 
jaunty, musical voice I knew would be 
waiting somewhere on the other end. Then 
came the dull distant ringing. I removed 
the cigarette from my mouth and carefully 
placed it on the ledge before me. There 
was a second ring ...athird... anda 
fourth. I glanced nervously at my watch. 
It was 10:10. I listened to a few more 
rings, then hung up. I pushed the door to 
the booth ajar, picked up the cigarette and 
drew a long, slow draught from it, all the 
time wondering just why I wasn’t getting 
an answer from Ellen’s phone. I blew a 
long column of smoke through the open 
door of the booth. 

Where can those people be out there? I 
wondered, half aloud. True, I hadn’t told 
them I was coming, but there’s usually 
always someone at Ellen’s house, espe- 
cially this late at night. 

I stepped from the booth, picked up my 
bag, and headed for the baggage room. 
The baggage man reached for the bag, at- 
tached a tag, tore off the claim check and 
handed it to me. I turned and walked 
through the waiting room, down a long, 
high corridor, and out through the swing- 
ing door into the night. It was early No- 
vember and the night was crisp and clear. 
An el train thundered overhead. There 
was the familiar honking of horns and 
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lines of automobiles were speeding up and 
down the broad avenue. I turned left and 
walked toward the river bridge a block 
away. The air felt clean and stimulating. 

When I arrived at the bridge, I leaned 
against the railing and looked down into 
the river. It was a quiet and beautiful 
scene. The fantastic colors of the neon 
tubes and the transforming electric signs 
were dancing reflections on the surface of 
the water, and high above the fairy-tale 
towers of the great skyline hung a golden, 
first-quarter moon. 

This night is almost as beautiful as some 
of those at State, I said to myself as my 
mind started drifting back—all the way 
back to my senior year at State, the year 
Ellen became my girl. It was one of those 
momentously-exciting early Korean War 
years, and I was an Army reservist when 
I returned to the campus that fall. I was 
going through the drudgery of registering 
when Ellen popped into my life again. 

I was concentrating on those pesty class 
cards when I felt a foot on mine and heard 
a soft voice say: 

“Hello, Sue’s brother!” 

I glanced up slowly, my eyes traveling 
past the trim, mahogany-stained moccasin 
that was resting on top of my oxford; 
past a tanned, shapely leg; a russet skirt 
and a beige sweater into those soft, mis- 
chievous, hazel-brown eyes. I gulped, then 
answered: 

“Hello, Jay’s sister.” 

“Tt’s lunch-time. Wouldn’t you like to 
take me to the refectory for lunch,” she 
was smiling, with a coy, impish glint in 
her eyes. 

I took a quick glance at my watch and 
smiled back at her. 

“Be glad to,” I answered, with more 
enthusiasm than I had intended to display. 


LUNCHED with Ellen regularly after 
that, and by the time we got around to 
having the dining room seating arranged 
so we would eat all our meals together, 
the news of our big new romance had 
swept the campus like wildfire. I thought 
of the lilting songs we loved—songs we 
made our personal themes; the proms, 
lengthy walks in the woods, and a multi- 
tude of other memories that time had 
etched in gold. I thought of how Ellen’s 
beauty brought out the poetic vein within 
me. To me Ellen was a personification of 
Autumn, my favorite season. I recalled, 
with mixed humor and pride, that lazy 
afternoon I wrote: 
White clouds across 
A blanket of blue, 
Somehow, always, remind 
Me of you. 
I thought of the unusual beauty of her 
eyes, and wrote: 
Of course, I know 
You don’t realize 
That you have autumn tints 
In both your eyes: 


Blue, gold, and purpie 
Whirling ’round and around— 
Hazel sails a-billow 

In a sea of brown. 

During those days there was a tremep 
dous change transpiring within me—anj 
Ellen was causing it. By February we 
had become State’s favorite love-birds, and 
we were walking in the clouds. That wa: 
until the dark day my Army reserve unit 
was called to active duty. 

I thought of the farewells at the little 
campus train station. Ellen tried to be 
brave. Her lips trembled and those pretty 
eyes were clouded with sadness. I remem. 
bered how I held her close and told her 
to wait for me. And I remembered hoy 
she smiled through her tears, crushed her 
body against mine and whispered that no 
one would never take my place in her 
life. Then I marched off to war. 

I stepped back from the railing of the 
bridge, lit a cigarette, and continued walk. 
ing down the broad avenue. My mind was 
back on the Army—that’s where the trou. 
ble started, with a short-notice leave. 

I thought of how happy I was when] 
got notice I was being transferred to an. 
other station and was getting an immedi. 
ate delay in transit. Two hours later I was 
on the train—en route home to surprise 
Ellen and escort her to the Christmas 
formal. 

I thought, sorrowfully, of how I blew 
my top when a Marine appeared on cam- 
pus to escort her; of how I bull-headedly 
berated her, never giving her a chance to 
defend herself. Not even giving her a 
chance to say—as I learned later—that she 
had never received my telegram from St. 
Louis. I shudder even now as I think of 
that nightmarish dance—how we both 
went stag, and how I refused to dance with 
her and refused even to talk to her. 

The next day we agreed, and I played 
the cowardly bluff, that maybe our love 
wasn’t as deep as we thought it to be— 
maybe we should just remain close friends 
and see how we feel about one another 
later. Some insane jealousy was making 
me lie to the girl of my life. Moreover, 
I was being untrue to myself—I was too 
vain for love. 

Even as I walked down the broad Phila- 
delphia avenue, the sadness that was mine 
when I returned to my Army post seemed 
to momentarily possess me. My sad dejec- 
tion was accentuated because my heart 
and my conscience made me know how 
much of a coward and a liar I was—too 
stubborn to admit I was wrong, even to 
the woman I loved. 

I read her letters avidly, sensing that 
somewhere in their carefully-worded con- 
tents Ellen, too, was trying to say that she 
had stifled her true emotions when we 
had agreed to be “just close friends.” 

I thought of how I tried to play it brave 
by going back to my old tricks—going 
back to playing the field. Wherever | 
traveled her letters always found me—and 
in my smug mind I always read in the 
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wbtle assurance that whenever I returned 
to the States Ellen would be waiting for 


me. 


wa. NEXT TIME I ran into Ellen was 
at an alumni dance on the State cam- 
soon after my discharge from the 
Army. I spotted her on the dance floor 
md swift, stinging tears of nostalgia 
came to my eyes as I watched her tall, 
distinguished-looking escort lead her 
through the graceful gyrations of a waltz 
_reminding me of how we had loved to 
waltz, and how I loved to look down in- 
fo those big brown eyes and whisper soft 
nonsense in her ears. 

Soon she was back in my arms, laugh- 
ing, gay and carefree—we danced and 
chatted as if the bad chapter had been 
suddenly erased from our lives and we 
were two lovers taking up where we'd left 
of. By the time the dance ended, I had 
reextended to Ellen my three-year-old in- 
yitation to a week-end in Dalesville, my 
hometown. She quickly accepted with a 
broad smile, then was swept off across the 
dance floor by the tall, distinguished-look- 
ing man. I drove back to Dalesville that 
night a very happy man, envisioning the 
end to the long, hard trail leading back to 
my rightful place in Ellen’s heart. 

When Ellen came to Dalesville three 
weeks later things started out quiet and 
pleasantly. Ellen clicked with the family 
and seemed to be having the time of her 
life, that was until the night mother gave 
a party in her honor. 

I took another cigarette from my pocket 
and stopped briefly to light it, then un- 
consciously threw it to the ground and 
smashed it under my foot as I recalled 
how my drunken uncle staggered into the 
party and started what turned out to be 
a violent family argument. 

I thought of how nice Ellen was in ac- 
cepting my apology, but again became 
bitter when I thought of how the family 
squabble disrupted the easy-going trend of 
the week-end, how I fought to get my 
confused mind untracked—how I drove 
her to the train and bade her farewell 
without that were to 
dispel once and for all the shadow that 
for three years had been threatening our 
romance. 

I came to a busy intersection. 


pus, 


saying the words 


The street 


was ablaze with the light from many 
flashing signs and theater marquees. 


Well-dressed people were walking back 
and forth. I stopped, checked my watch 
and decided I’d better retrace my 
and return to the station. 

The moon had disappeared behind the 
tall buildings and the wind seemed to sud- 
denly get a knifing edge on it. I lit an- 
other cigarette, pulled the collar of my 
topcoat higher around my neck, and 
lengthened my steps. Soon I found my- 
self humming the words to “Somehow”— 
Ellen’s favorite song. And once again my 
mind was occupied with ruminations. Men- 
tal pictures of the last time I saw Ellen. 

It was at a fraternity masquerade at 


steps 


Town Hall. At intermission she suddenly 
popped out of the crowd in a white bunny 
outfit and called: 

“Hello, Sue’s Brother.” 

“Hello, Jay’s sister,” I answered, 
ing our old campus greeting. Suddenly I 
felt uncomfortable and tongue-tied. The 
same kind of a bumbler I used to be when 
I was a college sophomore and meeting 
Ellen for the first time. 

“Why haven’t you written to me Johnny? 
Where’ve you been all these months? You 
must owe me at least six letters!” 

She smiled—that warm, bewitching 
smile I could never resist—and before I 
could get my tongue untied the music was 
resumed and Ellen was swept away by a 
tall man in a red devil’s costume. 


giv- 


As I neared the station, I thought of 
how I had gone to New England to do 


graduate work and how, while living the 
sober existence of a scholar, I began giv- 
ing serious thought to the things I wanted 
(and needed) in life. Among other things, 
I wanted Ellen. And I made up my mind 
then and there that I needed her most of 
all. 

I thought how soon afterwards I 


of 


traveled back to Philly and how, as long 
had been the custom, I phoned Ellen as 
soon as I arrived in the city. She was 


sincerely glad to hear my voice and after 
a lengthy and pleasant conversation we 
decided that we’d soon be together again. 
I could feel a new and exhilarating con- 
growing within me as we spoke. 
“Hurry back. darling, I'll 
had been ringing 


fidence 
and her lilting 
be waiting for 
through my mind for months. 

I walked back through the 
door and down the long corridor leading 
to the waiting room. As I neared the tele- 
phone I somehow felt a new anticipation— 
a new kind of expectancy. 

I stepped in to the booth and closed the 
door behind me. The dime made a sweet, 
metallic jingle as it worked its way to- 
ward the coin box. There again was the 
oot, hae. I dialed A... L....:7 6.550 
9...0...4... and waited. My heart was 
pounding madly. I dropped my cigarette to 
the floor of the booth and stepped on it. I 
heard the muffled ring from afar. Then a 
followed by the click of a 
receiver being lifted and a lady’s voice: 

“Hello, -Mrs. Har- 
ris speaking.” 

“Hello, Mrs. Harris, this is Johnny Blain 
calling!” 

The customary courtesies followed and 


you” 


swinging 


second ring, 


the Harris residence- 


not being able to contain my en- 
thusiasm, I asked if Ellen were home and 
if Mrs. Harris would call her to the phone. 
uncomfortable 


finally, 


There was a_ strange, 
silence. The usually calm voice of Mrs. 
Harris was haltingly unsure: 

“W-well Johnny, haven’t 
Don’t you know that Ellen is 
She married last month and has gone to 
the Caribbean to live.” 


I gulped to suppress a gasp and fought 


you heard? 
married ? 


to hold back the stinging tears that were | 
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flooding to my eyes. The receiver slipped 
from my grasp and banged against the 
wall of the booth. My stomach felt weak 
and unsettled. I reached down for the 
receiver and as I lifted it to my ear I 
could hear Mrs. Harris’ troubled voice 
calling: 

“Johnny, Johnny, are you there? Are 
you all right?” 

My head was reeling crazily. I tried to 
speak but the words just wouldn’t come. 
I leaned weakly against the wall of the 
booth. I felt the stinging perspiration 
trickle down my forehead into my eyes. 
Salty tears were running down my cheeks 
and into my mouth. Again I heard Mrs. 
Harris pleading: 

“Johnny, are you still there? Where are 
you, Johnny?” 

I wiped away the sweat and tears with 
a quick sweep of my bare palm, leaned 
close to the mouthpiece and answered 
slowly and abstractedly: 

“Yes, yes, I’m here Mrs. Harris, I’m 
here paying for the hopeless game I 
played—I’m paying the penalty for being 
too vain for love.” THE END 





Teen-Age 
Sensation 


(Continued from Page 29) 


I helped Vern live that awful drama and 
I’ve been down to hell and back, holding 
his hand. always holding his hand in the 
frightful darkness. 

Tonight, just before Vern lifts his horn 
to his lips, he’ll look in my direction and 
smile a special, intimate smile all for me. 
Then I'll realize that the price I paid to 
save him—and myself—from actual de- 
struction was not too great. Of course, I 
realize that in the unbelievable sacrifices 
I made for love, I committed unpardon- 
able sins and the fact that I sinned to 
save Vern doesn’t entitle me to forgiveness. 
Partially, that’s why I want to tell all 
about it. Also, I hope our story—Vern’s 
and mine—will accomplish two purposes— 
to prove to youthful musicians coming up 
that there’s no short-cut to success in show 
business—no short cut on the “kick” of 
dope or drink; also to prove to the gen- 
eral public that it is unfair to label show- 
folk and musicians as addicts to these 
habits any more than any other people 
who do any other kind of work. 

Looking around the living room of our 
new Connecticut home, I almost shudder 
to think about how we used to live. I 
feel a warm flush over my heart as I 
recall the precious little thing that hap- 
pened only ten minutes ago. The bell rang 
and there was a delivery boy with a large 
box of flowers. They were from Vern. 
Long-stemmed American beauties, the way 
I love them. There was a sweet, short note. 

“Won't see you until tonight,” it read. 
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“We have to stay in town for rehearsal 
right up until curtain time almost. Thank 
you, darling, for what you’ve done.” 

The roses are right in front of me as I 
write. They remind me of the other 
roses. . 

I was immediately interested in Vern 
that lovely summer afternoon seven years 
ago when he walked into Mr. Backer’s 
flower shop on Fulton street in Brooklyn. 
Mr. Backer. a long-time friend of my dad’s 
had hired me as a part-time clerk after 
school hours. I was in my senior year at 
Girl’s High School. Mr. Backer knew of 
Dad’s plans to send me to law school. 
Dear old dad. Of course, he was truly 
interested in my making a success out of 
life. But that law school business—it had 
all the evidence of ulterior motives on 
dad’s part. He was in the real estate 
business himself and one of his most bitter 
competitors was a pompous old rascal by 
the name of Cameron. Mr. Cameron 
couldn’t hold a candle to Dad in business 
even though he tried very hard. But 
there was one thing that riled Dad no end. 
Thelma Cameron, Mr. Cameron’s brilliant 
young daughter, was a law school student. 
Her father bragged about the record she 
was making and swore she'd be a Portia 
in sepia some day. Dad was determined 
not to be outdone. 

But back to the first time I met Vern— 
and the roses—the first ones. 

Mr. Backer had left me in charge of the 
shop. I was getting a stiff test of my pow- 
ers of patience with a long-time Backer 
customer who came in every Friday after- 
noon about the same time to order flowers 
her church club had placed on the pulpit 
on Sunday mornings. Mrs. Crummer knew 
—every Friday—that she would eventually 
order eighteen yellow chrysanthemums 
when they were in season. But every Fri- 
day-she played a little game of making be- 
lieve she was going to select something 
else. She must have lived for these regular 
sessions of making herself almost impos- 
sible. And, although she’d been paying 
the same three and a half dollars week 
after week, she always argued about the 
price. 

This Friday, Mrs. Crummer was giving 
one of her most violent performances when 
Vern walked in. I noticed him immedi- 
ately because he slammed the door so 
unnecessarily hard. In fact, I frowned at 
him. To my dismay, he smiled back at me. 
What frustrated me no end was that the 
smile was the shy, winning kind which 
doesn’t go with the slamming of doors. I 
tried to look disapproving and turned back 
to my Friday afternoon cross—Mrs. Crum- 
mer. 

When the latter had worn herself out 
trying to argue me down on the price, I 
finally accepted her money and made out 
a receipt. She left, looking as happy as 
a circus clown. I walked over to the young 
man who was sitting in a chair, his hands 
clasped about one knee. He seemed sunk 
in thought. He smiled up at me and I 


noticed that he wasn’t really a young map, 
after all—but a boy—an olive-skinned boy 
with the brownest of eyes and beautifull 
molded features. 

“Mercy, what a dreamboat,” I told my. 
self. I asked him coldly what I could qd 
for him. 

He did everything but answer. He told 
me his name—his whole name—Vernoy 
Edward Carter Johnson. He explained ty 
me in great detail that he had a vey 
crucial problem. That the problem was 
named Marie and that I, in fact. reminded 
him somewhat of Marie because Marie was 
pretty too. 

I decided he had gone far enough. 

“If you please,” I interrupted sternly, 
“This is not a place of foolishness. This js 
a place of flowers. If you want flowers, | 
can take care of you. If you want foolish. 
ness, I suggest you go elsewhere.” 

I was proud of the way I handled the 
intended squelch. I thought it sounded 
awfully sophisticated. But I reckoned with. 
out the knowledge of the kind of character 
with whom I was dealing. 

Vernon Edward Carter Johnson simply 
smiled again. Only there was nothing 
about this smile, I realized. In fact. it was 
positively upsetting. Some nagging nerve 





in my temple warned me of trouble ahead 
but I tried to brave it out. 

“Really,” I insisted. “What will you 
have?” 

I was a little nervous. Suddenly, my | 
customer’s attitude changed. I was con- 
scious that he had been kidding me. Sud- 
denly, he became quite serious. 

“T didn’t mean to waste your time.” he 
apologized. “Truth is, I guess I was clown. 
ing with you because I really feel pretty | 
bad. Always clown when I feel bad. You 
see, I have honestly got a problem. Had 
a falling out with my girl and I want to 
figure a way to make up. Thought maybe 
if I sent her some flowers. .. . ” 

“What kind?” I demanded sharply. irri- 
tated with myself because I had expe. 
rienced a_ swift, illogical sensation of 
resentment at his mentioning another girl. 

“That’s what I want you to tell me.” he 
answered soberly. “What kind of flowers 
mean you're sorry?” 

He’s not a smart alec, I told myself in 
surprise. He’s a sweet kid in love and 
worried. I decided to cooperate. I ex 
plained that I didn’t really understand the 
psychological significance of flowers but | 
did know that most girls liked beautiful 
American Beauty roses and that I was sure 
that they would convey his message as 
well as any other kind. 

He stood up quickly. I was fascinated 
by the agile movement. 

“Tll take ’em,” he announced. 
dozen. How much?” 


“Two 





I took the order, collected the money 
and watched my strange customer as he 
walked away from me, toward the door. 
He had a proudly youthful bearing about 
him. He walked with a quick jerkiness as 
if he were being propelled. Poor kid, | 
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thought. Then he spoiled my mood. Reach- 
ing the door, Vernon Edward Carter John- 
gn swung around and called out: “I still 
think you ’re pretty.” 

| didn’t know how I felt—irritated by 
his jaunty attitude—or tender because he 
had told me the thing every halfway at- 
tractive girl wants to hear from a good- 
Joking boy. 

The whole course of my life might have 
heen greatly changed if it hadn’t been for 
the fate of those two dozen roses. Usually, 
| didn’t make up erders even though Mr. 
Backer had taught me a great deal about 
doing it. For some reason, I felt the urge 
fo put this bouquet together myself. I put 
alot of special care into the job, selecting 
the finest American Beauties in the shop, 
granging them artistically. When Sammy, 
the part-time delivery boy, came in, I made 
certain that he got them out right away. 
[left for home before Sammy came back. 
Mr. Backer returned and I had some heavy 





exams the next day and needed to do some 


cramming. 


FOUND IT almost impossible to con- 

centrate on my studies that night and 
even early the next morning when [| tried 
to put in an hour before breakfast. There 
were distburing thoughts in my mind about 
a tall, slender but firmly built, good-look- 
ing boy with a smart-alec manner, a shy 
smile and a gnawing worry deep down in- 
side. 

I tried to tell myself that I couldn’t get 
Vern Johnson off my mind because I felt 
sorry for him. I found myself trying to 
picture the girl who’d caused him to fall 
so hard. I began sketching mental pictures 
of him, off by himself somewhere, brood- 
ing about their quarrel. 

Then I experienced anger with myself 
for being so wrapped up in an affair so 
obviously none of my business. I resolved 
to forget the whole thing and get my mind 
back on my own problems—exams. It 
didn’t work. I think I did the most in- 
eficient job on those exams I’d ever turned 
in. 

And when I went back to work in the 
florist shop that afternoon, a shock awaited 
ine, 

Mr. Backer greeted me with a look of 
perplexed amusement. 

I can’t say that I blamed him. A most 
unusual thing had happened. Vern John- 
son’s flowers had been refused. The young 
lady to whom they had been delivered 
had asked Sammy to wait. She had evi- 
dently taken the flowers into the house 
opened the box, read Vern’s note inside 
the box. Anyway, she had neatly re-tied 
the wrappings, given Sammy a dollar tip 
and commanded him to return the gift 
with the message that she didn’t care to 
have them. Sammy, not very bright any- 
way, and dazzled by the generous tip, had 
simply followed her instructions. 

“Some customers you attract to this busi- 

s,” Mr. Backer kidded me. “What do 
we do in a case like this? I suppose 


you'll have to get in touch with the young 
man and notify him he’s barking up the 
wrong tree.” 

I smiled weakly. I didn’t think it was at 
all funny. It made my heart ache a little 
to think of having to tell that lovestruck 
kid how he’d been slapped in the face 
when he’d tried to do a gracious thing. I 
looked up the card file on which we kept 
name, address and telephone number of 
all customers. I had entered Vern’s before 
leaving the night before. 

I went into Mr. Backer’s little cubbyhole 
of an office. closed the door and dialed. 

Almost before the first ring was com- 
pleted, the receiver was lifted on the other 
end. I recognized Vern’s voice immedi- 
ately. 

“Baby,” 
find who I was, 
called. I was waiting. 
any more, are you?” 

I gasped. Vern thought I was his girl. 

“Mr. Johnson,” I explained, every word 
twisting my insides, “This is Carolyn Simp- 
son at the Backer Florists.” 

There was a tiny, loaded pause from 
the other end. 

“Oh,” Vern said. He said it with both 
embarrassment and disappointment. 

“T called say that those roses you 
ordered yesterday were delivered but— 
well—the party refused to accept them.” 

There was another awkward pause, then 
Vern said stiffly: 

“Thanks for letting me know. Just send 
them to a hospital or a church or some- 
thing.” 

Then he hung up. 

I stared at the dead telephone. In my 
mind’s eye I could see this poor kid, the 
dancing twinkle gone from his pretty eyes, 
his jaw set in a hard, stubborn line. How 
se any sensible girl do a thing like that 
to a person like him. I tried to shrug the 
affair out of my mind but, all the rest of 
the day, as I went about my routine duties 
in the shop, I kept my image of Vern in 
my mind. 

That’s why my heart almost stopped 
beating at six-thirty when I left the shop, 
on my way home, and ran almost smack 
into him. He was standing in front of the 
little restaurant next to the flower shop 
and began walking toward me. I gasped 
with surprise. 

“Miss Simpson,” he said humbly. “Please 
don’t be sore with me. I’ve been waiting 
for you. I was sort of ashamed to come 
into the shop. I want to apologize for my 
manners over the phone. It’s just that I 
was a little shocked.” 

If my heart had slowed momentarily 
on meeting Vern, it was positively racing 
now. Rather ill at ease myself, but terribly 
happy to know that Vern had thought 
enough of me to want to apologize, I 
managed to stutter out an acceptance of 
his apology and to let him know that I 
did understand. 

“I parked my 
around the corner, 


without waiting to 
“I’m so glad you 
You aren’t mad 


he said, 


out 


to 


struggle-buggy 
smiling 


little 
” Vern said, 
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that disarming smile once more. “Could I 
give you a lift home?” 

I hesitated only for a second. My folks 
were pretty particular about my having 
anything to do with strangers. But I did 
want to accept the invitation and, after all, 
a refusal would have seemed impolite. I 
felt Vern had been through enough refusal 
for one day. I accepted. 

The car was a struggle-buggy and I won- 
dered for a wild instant what dad would 
think of such an old heap of Ford drawing 
up in front of the door. But I decided not 
to worry about that. Vern chatted gaily as 
we drove along. He was a very charming 
boy with an irresistible combination of 
mischief, quick intelligence and common 
sense. He’d just graduated from Boys 
High School and had organized a small 
jazz combo. He’d been playing sax and 
clarinet ever since he was a small boy. His 
folks, both dead, had given him music 
lessons for more than eight years, hoping 
he’d devote himself to the classic field. 

“T go for the long-hair stuff too,” he ex- 
plained. “But I was born for jazz.” 

I could believe that. I noted his long, 
strong fingers and hands which seemed 
almost a tiny bit out of proportion in their 
size and strength for the firm slim body. 

All too soon we were in front of my 
home. I didn’t want to leave Vern so 
quickly. On an impulse I invited him to 
come in for dinner. 

“Gee, do you really think I could. Do 
you think your folks would mind?” he 
asked eagerly. ; 

I assured him it would be all right and 
he seemed as happy as a kid with a new 
toy. He’s lonely, I told myself. Lonely 
and hurt and wanting to forget that girl. 
I had a fierce desire to help him forget. 

Mother was delighted to meet Vern. She 
took to him right away—and why not? 
He made me flush with pleasure, the easy, 
warm way he met her and Dad. Dad was 
pleasant about it all, but I could feel him 
wondering and worrying a bit about this 
strange young man suddenly brought into 
the household. 

After dinner, Vern asked if I’d like to 
take in a show. He knew of a movie on 
Times Square where they revived old pic- 
tures every week. There was a favorite of 
his which featured Benny Goodman and 
his band. 

“You like jazz, don’t you?” he asked 
eagerly, watching me closely as if it were 
very important that I tell the truth and 
that I answer in the affirmative. 

“Of course I do, Vern,” I admitted. 

Dad quickly concealed a tiny frown 
when I announced that Vern and I were 
going out. I knew there would be a dis- 
cussion about it the next day. 

What was going to happen the next day 
held no terror for me. My first date with 
Vern belongs on the most honored page of 
my memories. Ever heard the expression 

you haven’t lived? With every passing 
moment of that night, I realized that I’d 
never had any fun in my life to compare 
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with the enjoyment I got out of being with 
him. He could be so deliciously foolish, 
so boyishly uninhibited one minute; then 
the next, he was a dear, sweet dreamer 
talking about his music—and how he 
loved it. I held tightly to every word he 
said, every deep chuckle, every shining 
twinkle of his eyes. 

“You don’t talk much, Carolyn,” he said 
as we came off the West Side Highway and 
swung into the midtown traffic. “Or is it 
that you just don’t want to interrupt.” 

“I just like to listen to you, Vern,” I 
told him simply. 

He shot me a grateful look. 

“That’s the nicest thing anyone ever said 
to me,” he declared. 

I always remembered how he said that 
and I found out later why. Vern was one 
of those people, so highly sensitive, that 
they have a tough time in our modern 
world. He wanted to be “listened to,” to 
be heard and appreciated. Not only when 
he talked and joked or thought out loud— 
but when he played his music, when he 
got wrapped up in his art and went off 
into another world—he wanted someone 
there who understood his devotion to the 
beauty of pulsing, throbbing, hot music or 
sweet, sobbing strains, pouring liquid and 
molten from his horn. 

In the movie, he was like a bad kid, 
whispering ridiculous comments to me 
about the people on the screen moving 
through their celluloid make-believe. But 
when the Goodman orchestra came on and 
began rocking in rhythm, he didn’t whis- 
per. He clutched my hand and held it 
tightly—and he was lost then—lost in ad- 
miration and longing to be a part of the 
world in which Goodman was a giant. 

The music changed his mood. He was 
silent and sober most of the way home. 
When he parked in front of my door, we 
sat in the car talking quietly. Then, out 
of the clear blue, Vernon said: 

“Carolyn, I think I should have met you 
a year ago. You make me feel warm and 
comfortable and like I belong.” 

I wanted to cry because I was so happy. 
But I was scared, too I was afraid that 
Vernon would never like me as much as I 
liked him. Yes, already, just after one 
evening with him, I was falling hard and 
I had to admit it to myself. It was so 
wonderful being with him, but I feared 

that his interest in me was something I'd 
won by default—because he was secretly 
unhappy about the girl who’d sent back 
the roses; because he was on the rebound. 
I didn’t want to let myself go in my liking 
for Vern and wake up rudely to find I’d 
just been a substitute until he could make 
up with her. 

I don’t know how I got the words out, 
but I told him just how I felt. I waited 
for his answer. 

The answer was a kiss. My first kiss. It 
was my first, though I’d been kissed be- 
fore—at parties, after parties—by other 
boys who were fun. But Vern wasn’t just 
fun. Vern was an awfully serious thing in 
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my life. And the way he kissed me, §fom 
knew I was something important to high garti 
It wasn’t a passionate, insinuating kiss gree 
not a kiss which asked an unspoken queg jshed 
tion or set my pulses racing. It was gettir 


tender, loving kiss almost like a dedj 


to Mm) 


tion, almost like a pledge. It set mp fspe 
temples tingling, made the rhythm of p§j su 
heart loud inside of me. It made me wap the 1 


to cry and laugh and sing. 

Then I knew what I have known fro 
that moment on. I loved Vernon. Fy 
better or for worse, wise or foolish, I love 
him and I would never love anyone uit 
as well. 


MY LOVE for Vernon was the intro 

duction to a new phase in my life~ 
a phase composed of both joy and conflict 
As I had feared, Dad was violently op 
posed to this new interest in my life, i 
his sweet way, Dad was sort of a snob, 
When he learned Vernon was a musician, 
he became violently opposed to my seeing 
him. To make matters worse, as far a 
Dad was concerned, there wasn’t anything 
I could tell him about Vern’s family back. 
ground which could make my love “accept. 
able.” 

We had a pretty bad scene—Dad and 
I—the next day after Vern took me out, 
Mother was quite upset. She really liked 
Vern and, on top of that, she wanted to 
see me happy. But she also wanted to have 
Dad’s authority respected. It was pretty 
messy, especially because, for the first time 
in my life, I defied my father. I accused 
him of being highbrow and undemocratic 
and vowed that, if I had to leave home, 
I would continue to see Vern. Further. 
more, I threatened, if Dad didn’t treat 
Vern civilly, I would walk out. 

I think Dad was pretty much shocked 
by my declaration of independence. He 
didn’t promise to give in, but we lived in 
sort of an armed truce after that. Vern 
called me every day and it became the 
usual thing for us to have weekend dates. 
Being his girl made me deliriously happy. 
But the first cloud over that happiness ap- 
peared only a month after we began keep- 
ing company. It was then that I learned 
Vern’s terrible secret. 

I couldn’t have learned about it under 
worse conditions. I had frankly told Vern 
about Dad’s opposition. We were that 
close—that we could discuss almost any- 
thing. Conscious of my father’s attitude, 
Vern set out to win him. Vern had so 
much innate charm that I believed he 
could win anyone. He did a pretty good 
job with Dad. He took time out when he 
came to see me, to sit down and talk with 
Dad about things which were happening 
in the news, about subjects which I'd 
briefed him, would interest my father. 

“One thing I can say for your young 
musician, he’s an intelligent fellow,” Dad 
told me grudgingly one day. 

I was ecstatic. For Dad to say that 
meant a great deal. I felt Vern and | 
were overcoming a great hurdle, for we 
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jad already agreed that, when I graduated 
fom high school, we were going to get 
garried. All my thoughts about a law 
qareer—not ever very strong—had van- 
shed. I knew it would be a major job 
getting Dad—and even Mother—to agree 
omy marriage. But we were on our way. 
Especially, since Dad even condescended 
jo suggest that I invite Vern to take me to 
the Twenty Club Dance. 

The Twenty Club was composed of suc- 
cessful real estate brokers. The group was 
Dad’s heart. He had organized it and had 
heen president for five years. Their affairs 
were most exclusive. This year would be 
the first time I’d attended. Dad and I had 
planned that for some time. I'd been 
afraid I'd have to upset his plans and 
refuse to go because I’d felt he’d want to 
have me go with one of the fellows in our 
circle of friends. Things had gotten to the 
point between Vern and I that I couldn’t 
bear the thought of spending an evening 
wih another boy. When Dad proposed 
that I have Vern take me, I drifted on 
cdouds of happiness. I also got an inspira- 
tion. 
“Dad,” I said boldly, a few days before 
the affair, “I want you to do me a favor. 
You have a sort of prejudice against 
musicians but maybe it’s because you 
never knew one personally until 
came along. You seem to like him a little 
and maybe you could give him a helping 
hand.” 

Dad listened warily. I explained that 
I wanted him to give Vern a chance to 
do one or two special guest numbers with 
the Twenty Club’s band at the dance. My 
clinching argument was that, if the people 
liked him, it would make Mr. Cameron, 
Dad’s rival, awfully jealous because, by 
now, everyone in town knew Vern and I 
were going together. 

I couldn’t believe my ears when Dad 
agreed to arrange it. 

Actually, I had two purposes in mind in 
making the request. One was that I was 
hoping some of the important club leaders 
who would attend the dance might like 
Vern’s performance and give him a chance 
to play at their affairs. The other was that 
I felt if I could make Dad and Mother 
proud of Vern, it would make it easier to 
get them to agree to our plans. 

Vern was awed when I told him what I 
had done. At first, he was nervous about 
an appearance in front of “those swells,” 
as he called them. Then he kissed me 
gratefully for thinking of the idea. 

‘Tll bowl ’em over. I promise,” he 
me confidently. 

He did too. I’d never seen Vern so hand- 
some. The dance was formal and 
rented tails. Of course, I’d always thought 
him the best-looking thing that walked 
even in dungarees. But he looked like a 
million in full dress. Even Dad shot him 
a1 approving glance when he arrived at 
the house to call for me. 

On pain of appearing conceited, I'll say 
that I was no slouch myself that night. 


Vern 


told 


he 
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Dad had spared no expense to see that I 
got the clothes I wanted to wear. After all, 
this was Dad’s night to howl and he 
wanted me to make an impression. I was 
unashamedly proud of the attention Vern 
and I attracted at the dance, the approving 
or envious murmurs we aroused. 

The greatest moment came when Dad 
went to the stage of the ballroom to make 
a special announcement. He said that the 
Twenty Club was proud to be able to pre- 
sent a promising young artist who had 
agreed to sit in with the dance band for 
a couple of special numbers. Then, he 
introduced Vern. 

I pressed Vern’s fingers tightly just be- 
fore he left my side to go to the stage. 
Just before he began to play, he looked 
down at the front row of people in front 
of the bandstand, caught my eye and 
smiled at me. Even though hundreds of 
people saw that smile, it seemed private 
and personal and special. 

Then Vern did his number. It was a 
special version of “Body And Soul” which 
he liked particularly. For the first few 
seconds, he was self-conscious. Then the 
music captured him and he forgot he had 
an audience. He began to lose himself in 
what he was doing. The result was posi- 
tively brilliant. You know how people talk 
and move about when a thing like this is 
happening at a dance—even though cour- 
tesy should tell them to pay attention. 
Vern’s performance changed all of that. 
Before he had finished, you could have 
counted on one hand the people who 
weren’t breathlessly admiring Vern’s ar- 
tistry. His saxophone brought the music 
alive and it throbbed and swelled into 
every corner of the ballroom. His eyes 
were closed. He was “gone,” the way he 
always put it. 

The applause tumultuous. The 
crowd wouldn’t let Vern offstage until he 
had done two more numbers and when he 
finished, the leader of the band left his 
piano and went to the front of the stage 
to shake hands with Vern. Dad’s eyes 
were shining with pride. We’d won half 
the battle, I felt. 

Then the world of happiness which I 
knew collapsed—at least it did a few 
minutes after Vern, happy and proud, had 
come back to me. We had a couple of 
dances and between sets, while the band 
was taking intermission, Vern suggested 
we go out to the bar. I ordered a Coca 
Cola. I'd never been able to cultivate a 
taste for anything alcoholic. Vern asked 
for a double bourbon. 

“Why double?” I asked curiously. 

“Because it’s twice as good that way,” 
Vern told me smilingly. 

We talked about how happy we were 
about the way things were going. I noticed 
a strange light in Vern’s eyes. But I 
chalked it up to a sense of triumph. He 
gulped down his drink with a speed which 
took my breath. He signalled to the 
waiter for another. I felt uneasy. But I 
didn’t want to be a killjoy. After all, 
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I figured, Vern must know what he’s do- 
ing. Before I finished my Coke, Vern had 
consumed four doubles. He was about to 
order the fifth when I felt myself forced 
to speak up. 

“Don’t you think you’ve had enough, 
dear?” I asked gently. 

He stared at me, that strange light in 
his eyes almost hurtingly intense. 

“Don’t try to run my life,” he snapped. 
“If you think you’ve had enough, go on 
back to your society folks. I’m having 
another drink.” 

His nastiness was so sudden, so brutal 
that I could hardly believe I was hearing 
my ears. It was the first time Vern had 
ever spoken to me like this. I was con- 
fused and unhappy, but I decided to let 
him have his way without saying another 
word. 

Vern didn’t talk to me any more. He 
sunk into a sullen mood and even looked 
at me as if he suddenly resented my pres- 
ence. I sat in miserable silence as he 
downed the fifth drink. 

“T’m gonna have another drink and 
another,” he told me, leaning toward me 
with a crazy, defiant look in his eyes. 
“And then I’m gonna go up on that stage 
and really play my horn. When I get 
juiced, I can whale like crazy. ’N if you 
don’t like it, lump it.” 

His words were loudly spoken. His 
speech was thick. I realized with horror 
that Vern was drunk—hopelessly drunk. 

“Vern, darling,” I began... . 

A tiny line stood out and throbbed in 
his temple. 

“Shut up,” he shouted. “Shut up. ’N go 
*way ’n leave me alone. I’m gonna blow, 
blow, blow. . . .” 

Several of the people at the bar and in 
the booths arownd us stared in our direc- 
tion. I didn't know what to do. I was so 
humiliated that I felt like getting up from 
the table and leaving Vern there. But that 
would cause even more talk. Besides, I 
was worried about what he would do if 
left by himself. I decided to try to bluff it 
out, hoping he’d come back to his senses. 
When Vern ordered again. I told the 
waiter to bring me a Scotch and soda. 
Vern grinned crazily at me. 

“That’s it, baby. Join the fun. Live a 
little,” he told me. 

Little did I know how significant was 
the course of action I had taken. Little did 
I know that my surrender to Vern—my 
ordering a drink to try to placate him— 
would be the beginning of a tragic pattern 
of our life. 

When Vern’s drink came, he gulped 
down half of it, then lurched to his feet. 
Bleary-eyed and swaying, he reached in 
his pocket, took out his wallet, slung it 
across the table at me and said: “Pay the 
bill, baby. I'll be right back.” 

Before I could protest, he had staggered 
away from the table and disappeared 
into the main ballroom, attracting curious 
glances as he left. Maybe he’s feeling ill 
and just went to the men’s room, I hoped. 






Maybe, when he comes back, he’ll be Dy 
own, sweet Vern again. 

But Vern didn’t come back. I waite 
ten, fifteen minutes. Most of the peopk 
had deserted the lounge to go back inty 
the main ballroom, when I decided to pa 
the bill and go look for Vern. I entered 
the ballroom at a most dramatic momen, 
Just as I went in the terrible thing hap 
pened. Vern appeared on the stage in the 
middle of a number and dashed wildly a 
the mike. He grabbed the microphone 
and shouted like a maniac. 

“Lissen, all you stuck-up phonies,” he 
screamed. “I’m Vern Johnson—lI’m the 
greatest. I can blow. You don’t think I'n 
anybody, but I can Blow and I’m gonn 
blow if that stuck-up tenor sax phoney 
will loan me his horn again.” 


THE MUSIC STOPPED. The dancer 

stopped. A shocked silence gripped the 
people as Vern stood swaying at the mike, 
ready to topple over at any minute, it 
seemed. 

Two of the husky ballroom attendants 
appeared at his side and tried to guide 
him gently off the stage. Vern tried to 
put up a fight, but they steered him away 
from the spotlight and the band _ began 
playing again. But most of the people 
didn’t start dancing. They stood around in 
small bunches. talking. 

I don’t know how I got out of that place, 
All I know is that shame, embarrassment 
and hurt helped me to leave. Not knowing 
how I got there, I found myself down on 
the street. With money in Vern’s wallet, 
I paid a cab to take me home. I went 
straight to my room. undressed. locked the 
door and got in bed. I was too upset and 
hurt to cry. I felt as though I wanted to 
die. 

Dad and Mother were merciful enough 
not to disturb me that night. I found out 
the next day—from Mother—the revolting 
climax of the episode. After Vern had 
been ousted from the stage, Dad _ had 
tried to talk to him in a fatherly way. 
Vern had insulted Dad, calling him a 
“stuck-up, old phoney.” 

“Your father says Vernon must never 
come here again and that you must prom 
ise never to see him again,” Mother told 
me sadly. 

All the past night I had been telling 
myself that I was through with Vern. 
But now, with Mother’s statement, I was 
flooded with a fierce sense of loyalty. 

“T don’t know about that, Mother,” | 
said firmly. “I must find out Vern’s ex 
planation for his conduct. I’m not going 
to give him up just because of one thing 
he did—terrible as it might have been.” 

Mother looked worried and shook her 
head. I knew what she was going through. 
My father’s ego was one of the most im 
portant things to him. Vern had made him 
a laughing stock in front of the com 
munity. 

That afternoon Vern called me at Mr 
Backer’s shop. I answered coldly. 
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“I’ve got to see you, Carolyn,” he in- 
sisted. “I know that what I did was un- 
forgiveable. But I’ve got to see you— 
tonight.” 

I knew it would be folly to ask Vern to 
the house. He had phoned Dad’s office 
before calling me—and attempted to apol- 
ogize. Dad, who hadn’t said a word to me 
yet, had hung up on him. 

I agreed to meet Vern after work. His 
aunt was out of the city and we were to 
go to his house and talk. I knew I was 
doing wrong, but I couldn’t resist Vern. 

That was the night he told me his 
secret. The way he explained it, it seemed 
as though he had a split personality. And 
he always experienced an uncontrollable 
urge for whiskey whenever he’d finished 
playing his horn. It didn’t make sense to 
him. He had a few friends, young musi- 
cians too, who seemed convinced that they 
must have a “load on” in order to play. 
He even knew a few fellows who used 
marijuana before they went on a stand. 
They argued that the influence of these 
took them “out of this world” and enabled 
them to play better. But his peculiar twist 
was that after he’d played his horn in 
public, he had to drink. 

“T never had the nerve to tell you this, 
Carolyn,” he added. “Because, after I 
broke up with the girl who sent my roses 
back, I thought I was cured. Our break-up 
wasn’t her fault. It was mine. I took her 
to an affair where my band was playing 
and disgraced myself and her just like 
I did the other night.” 

We were sitting on a studio couch in 
his aunt’s living room. Vern pulled me 
closer to him, put his arm around me. 

“Carolyn, you’ve got to help me,” he 
said desperately. “You’re the only one 
who can. I can’t cure myself unless I give 
up my music or unless. .. .” 

He couldn’t go on. He broke down and 
sobbed like a baby. 

It went straight to my heart to see 
Vern in this state. He needed me and, 
whatever it cost, I couldn’t desert him 
now. I told him so. I kissed away his 
tears. I begged him to let me see that 
pretty smile again. I babied him and 
petted him. Before I knew it—or could 
realize it, we were making love to each 
other in a more reckless manner than we 
ever had before. I don’t know what it 
was that made us lose our heads. Whether 
it was the drama of the situation—Vern’s 
desperate need for me and my determi- 
nation not to let him down. Or whether it 
was simply that this was the first time we 
were in a situation where the dangerously 
smouldering wed always re- 
strained before could have full reign. All 
! know is that Vern’s lips were trembling 

on mine and that his caresses were bold 
and demanding. All I know is that I 
couldn’t resist him... . 

We lost ourselves that night, finding 
It was with a great shock 
that we awoke to the fact that it was four 
in the morning. I knew my parents would 
68 


passion 


each other. 


be frantic. I dreaded the idea of going 
home. Vern and I talked it over. What 
should we do. Almost at the same instant, 


_we were struck by the same wild idea. I 


wouldn’t go home. We would get married. 
The practical side of things didn’t bother 
us. Vern had about fifty dollars in a 
savings account. I had three hundred 
which I’d been putting aside from my 
salary at the shop. We agreed to withdraw 
our money in the morning and go some- 
where in Vern’s old jalopy and get mar- 
ried. Vern said we could do it in Balti- 
more. 

Once our minds were made up, it seemed 
the only thing to do. We knew that, after 
what had happened, my parents would try 
to keep us apart and now, more than 
ever, we had to be together. We sent my 
parents a telegram, left a note for Vern’s 
aunt and left town. 

I lived in a Paradise unbelievably won- 
derful for the next few days. I told myself 
I had grown up overnight. It was the 
height of ecstasy to be able to love each 
other so completely, to be with each other 
so much and to feel it was right in the 
sight of man and God. We stayed in a 
little suburb outside of Baltimore, spend- 
ing money sparingly, occupying a small 
furnished room. Then we had to face 
reality. 

Reality meant going back to New York 
and facing the music—as well as Vern’s 
getting a job. 

Facing the music wasn’t too compli- 
cated. Dad had made things real simple. 
He had vowed never to speak to me again 
and told Mother the first time I stepped 
across his doorsill he was leaving. This 
blind hatred of his almost unnerved me, 
more for my poor mother’s sake than for 
mine. She was torn between a desire to 
have her family close and her fear of 
Dad. Vern’s aunt, a sour little woman who 
never had much to say, proposed that we 
move in with her until we found a place 
of our own. She certainly was a cold fish. 
I couldn’t tell whether she approved or 


zines. But I wasn’t satisfied. I’d set 4 
goal for our moving from Vern’s aunt's 
It didn’t seem to me that we were making 
fast enough progress. I wondered if Mr, 
Backer had someone doing my old job in 
his flower shop. Since he was close tp 
Dad, I wondered whether he’d dare hire 
me, even if he had a vacancy. I decided 
to find out for myself. 

“Business is business,” Mr. Backer told 
me when I went to him with my problem, 
“T’ve had several girls since you left. None 
pretty far behind. Sure, I can use you. As 
for your stubborn old man, well, I don't 
think he’ll mind—and if he does, too bad 
for him.” 

I couldn’t wait until Vern got home that 
night to tell him the good news about my 
job. He didn’t seem too happy about it, 
but I attributed that to the fact that he 
was upset because he’d just been shifted 
to night work. That would make it hard 
for him to have his rehearsals. 

“Don’t worry, dear,” I told my brooding 
husband. “By my working, we'll make 








disapproved of the marriage. I felt very 
uncomfortable in the drab flat where she | 
had brought Vern up. But the important 
thing was getting ourselves started on a 
path to a happy, fruitful marriage. 

Vern got a job—part-time—in the Post 
Office. The Christmas holidays were com- 
ing and they were hiring left and right. 
He was lucky enough to get on a day 
shift and to be able to rehearse his combo 
at night--three nights a week. He was 
more determined than ever to make a 
success of his music. We were getting 
along well, putting away a few pennies 
each week by scrimping and saving, so 
we'd have money for an apartment when 
we were ready. Religiously, every two 
weeks, when Vern got paid, we’d allot 
money for certain items of our budget and 
Vern would stop by the bank on his way 
to work the next day and make the small, 
but increasing deposits. To help out, I’d 
been doing some typing at home for one | 
of those houses which advertises in maga- | 
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much faster progress, be able to move 
gon and you'll be able to find another 
job.” ; 

“Yeah,” he said disgustedly. We ate 
dinner—or rather a late snack which I 
always had ready for him when he came 
in from work. Then Vern stretched, got 
up from the table and went to the closet 
for his hat and coat. 

“Going somewhere, dear?” I asked nerv- 
ously. I was afraid of his mood. 

“Guy just opened a new lounge on 
Fulton street. They tell me he might want 
to hire a combo steady,” Vern said wood- 
enly. “Got to go talk to him.” 

I opened my mouth to ask if I could 
go along but then I changed my mind. If 
Vern had wanted me, he would have asked. 
Maybe he just had to get off by himself. 

It was half past midnight when Vern 
left. Somehow I couldn’t sleep. Time 
crawled by. Two o’clock. Three. By 
four-thirty I was wide awake, thoroughly 
alarmed. Vern came in at five, clothes 
awry. He was hopelessly drunk and hope- 
lessly nasty. 

“Waitin? up, huh?” he sneered at me, 
even though I was in bed. “Can’t stand to 
see a man get out for a little fun by him- 
self. Just like all of the other women. 
Think a man’s tied to a post because he’s 
married. Think I can’t take care of myself. 
So you got a job. That’s a good one. Me, 
the greatest horn man in the business ’n 
my little ole wife’s gotta help me make a 
living so she can live in the style her 
stuck-up, phoney parents brought her up 
in. Thass a good one.” 

All the while Vern was railing at me, 
I was undressing him, helping him out of 
his clothes. His words hurt me terribly, 
but my mind was made up. I wouldn’i 
answer him or provoke him to further 


anger. Nothing, however, would please 
him in that poisonous mood. 
“Ain’t you got nothin’ to say,” he de- 


manded, turning on me and glaring. “Don’t 


want to talk to me, huh? I ain’t good 
enough. "Cause I had a little drink, you’re 


gonna clam up on me huh. Say some- 
thing. Say something.” He was shouting 
now. 

I was wild with anxiety. How to calm 
my suddenly mad husband. I obeyed his 
order. I said something—the only thing 
I could think of. 

“I love you Vern, dear,” 
“I love you very much.” 


I said simply. 


He seemed suddenly to regain his 
senses. Staring at me hard, the glare left 


his eyes and he crumpled. His face broke. 
He began weeping—heaving, alcoholic 
tears. He began begging my forgiveness, 
sobbing that he wasn’t good enough for 
me, that I ought to leave him, then beg- 
ging me never to leave him. 

It was a frightful scene—almost as bad 
as his anger had been. 
That was only the first night in a suc- 
cession of nights I spent in hell. 
Vern’s weakness for alcohol seemed to 
grow on him. He was almost resigned to 
the fact that he would never get anywhere 





with his combo because of working nights 
at the post office. He hated the job and 
his hatred was visited on me. He even 
seemed to resent the fact that my working 
gave us extra money to bank. He accepted | 
it reluctantly on the days when he was to 
go to the bank. Several nights, he didn’t 
come home from work. Id sit up in our 
bedroom, waiting for his footstep on the 
stair, wondering if I had prepared his 
food in vain. Vern would come in, stinking 
of liquor and ranting and raving against 
me and life in general. Soon he got into 
the habit of keeping liquor around the 
and getting high in the daytime 
when I was at work. Often he missed 
work because he was too drunk to go. 
On nights like this, he’d slam out of the 
house, mumbling some incredible excuse. 
He’d come back before dawn—sometimes 
after—in even worse condition. I wondered 
where he was getting all the money for 
his expensive habit. 

I found out one day. Going through 
Vern’s clothes to take them to the cleaner, 
I came across our bank book which Vern 
used to leave in a desk drawer, but which 
I hadn’t seen for months. With a sinking 
heart and a rising anger I realized that 
not only had Vern failed to make de- 
posits for months, he had even 
withdrawn some of the small savings we 
had. That was when I broke down. I’d 
done all I could do to take the anxiety 
of his staying out, the abuse he heaped on 
me when he was drinking. This was the 
last straw. I really thought I would leave 
him that night. I wanted some one to talk 
to. Mother a while. 
always nervous and fearful lest Dad find 
out she was visiting me, always uneasy in 
the presence of Vern’s aunt. I had almost 
forgotten what my father looked like. I 
felt alone in the world, utterly desolate and 
deserted. I dissolved into tears. 

I thought I was seeing a ghost through 
my glazed, tear-filled eyes when Vern’s 
Aunt Hattie appeared in the door of my 
room. She came slowly to the bed and 
sat down beside me. 

“Feelin? awful sorry for yourself, ain’t 
you?” she asked dryly. I was thunder- 
struck by the unfeeling coldness of her 
tone. These many months she hadn’t come 
near me even though she would have had 
to be deaf not to hear Vern’s ravings and 
not to something of hat I was 
going through. Now, when I needed sym- 
pathy most, had she come like an old 
hawk to pick at my grief? Was she that 


house 


several 


came over once in 


know 


evil? 

The dry voice continued. 

“Well you’ve a right to feel sorry. God 
knows you’ve made a mess of this mar- 
riage.” 

I gasped. “I’ve made a mess?” 
manded indignantly. “Why... .” 

“Be quiet and listen, child,” Aunt Hattie 
ordered without raising her voice. “Sure 
you’ve made a mess of it. Woman thinks 
she can hold a man by letting him go to 
hell. Thinks he'll appreciate her letting 
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him go to hell when he gets there. Nothin’ 
I can do with that boy. I tried all I know. 
Then I turned it over to God. Only you 
can help him—you ’n God. That boy 
could be a great man. His soul is made of 
music. But he’s sick. He’s sick ’cause 
he feels everybody’s better than him. 
Everybody with parents or with a little 
money to live nice. You’re gonna lose him, 
child. Unless you straighten up and have 
the backbone to get up and fight him and 
that alcohol. You’ve got to be willing to 
give him up to hold him. You can’t hold 
on to him and that old devil liquor and 
keep him. You better stop cryin’ and 
start fightin’ back. That’s what you bet- 
ter do.” 


THE OLD LADY got up from the bed 

and walked toward the door. Just be- 
fore she went out, she turned and took a 
nice, clean handkerchief out of her pocket. 
She walked back toward me, holding out 
the handkerchief. 

“Here,” she said. “Use this ’n use your 
common sense.” 

Then she was gone. Dabbing at my 
eyes, I stared after her. Every hard, dry 
word she had uttered was burning in my 
brain. How I had misjudged Aunt Hattie. 
She wasn’t cold and unfeeling, after all. 
She had just tried to keep her oar out of 
our problems. But when she feit things 
had gone too far, she had spoken up. And 
the words she had spoken were words of 
wisdom to my puzzled mind. In a bril- 
liant flash of realization, I knew that I had 
been wrong, almost criminally wrong, to 
stand by and allow Vern to yield to his 
weakness. I had been an accomplice in 
his flight from his own self, his flight 
toward self-destruction. I knew then that 
my love and loyalty of which I had been 
so proud, were misplaced. I knew that 
mature love and loyalty must have back- 
bone—that the time comes when you have 
to do battle against the one you love for 
his or her own benefit and to save your 
own soul also. 

It was amazing how clearly I could 
think now. Swiftly, I packed a few clothes 
in a smal] suitcase. I sat down and wrote 
a note in a bold determined hand. 

“Dear Vern,” the note read. “I love you 
very much and I want to be your wife. 
But I want a man for a husband, not a 
weakling. It has been all right with me 
in the past, when you tried to solve your 
problems with alcohol. It has been all 
right when you took out on me your frus- 
trations and your defeats. It would have 
even been all right that you were unfair 
enough to take the littlke money we have 
been saving—and which we have both 
been earning to spend on drink. But now, 
it isn’t all right any longer, Vern. I am 
willing to do anything to help you because 
helping you would be helping both of us 
to happiness. You laughed at and insulted 
my father because he has made his mark 
in life. I do not agree with all my father 
says, does and thinks. But at least, he 
has been a man and not a weakling. He 
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has something in life, not because he is a 
‘stuck-up phoney’ as you put it, but be- 
cause he has some principle and determi- 
nation. You have these qualities too—but 
until and unless you can prove it, I am 
going home. I will wait all the rest of 
my life, if necessary, because I love no 
one but you.” 

There were tears in my eyes as I 
finished my note. But there was no less 
determination in my heart. I left the 
note on the dresser, tapped lightly on 
Aunt Hattie’s door as I went down the 
hall. When she came to the door, I said: 
“T’m leaving Vern until he’s ready to be 
a husband.” Then I kissed her on the 
cheek. Something was shining in her eyes 
when I looked at her. Something that 
looked like a tear. 

Dad opened the door at home. I guess 
he didn’t intend to let himself go when he 
saw me. But he took me in his arms. | 
held him at arm’s length after kissing 
him happily. 

“T haven’t come home to stay, Dad,” I 
said. “I haven’t left Vern for good. I love 
him and I’m giving him a chance to make 
a man of himself.” 

Dad nodded. 

“You’re welcome home, daughter,” he 
said. 

Mother was standing behind him. She 
was the happiest I’ve ever seen her. 

I didn’t hear a word from Vern the 
next day or the day after. I thought I 
had lost by gambling on leaving him. But 
if I had, I was prepared to go through 
with it. Like Aunt Hattie had implied, if 
his love for me wasn’t strong enough to 
change him, then I was wasting my time 
anyway. 

The third day, as we were having din- 
ner, the bell rang. Dad went to the door. 
It was Vern’s voice I heard, my heart 
skipping wildly at the sound. I heard 
Vern tell Dad that he wanted to see me. 
but that he wanted to talk to Dad first. 
They went into my father’s study and 
stayed there for about a half-hour. Mother 
and I pretended not to be excited. I don’t 
know how I controlled myself. 

Then Dad called me. He came out of 
the study door as I reached it. 

“If you’re willing to give that young 
man another chance, I am _ too,” Dad 
whispered. “Say the word and he can 
have a flunky job in my office in the day. 
I’m not going to give him any special 
privileges. I’m going to let him prove 
himself. And you know what, Carolyn, I 
think he will.” 

I kissed Dad gratefully. 
the study. 

Vern came to me with his arms out- 
stretched. He looked clean, fresh, reso- 
lute. He was my old handsome Vern. | 
could tell instinctively that he hadn’t 
touched a drop of liquor in the last couple 
of days. 

“I’m ready to be a real husband, dear,” 
he said. 

I went into his arms. It felt so good 


I went into 





in his arms. That was where I belonged, 
“Darling, I’m cured,” Vern told me, 
“Your note did it. I came in roaring 
drunk that morning, ready to take out my 
troubles on you, like I’'d been doing. I got 
cold sober the minute I noticed you had 
left. Then I read the note. At first, I acted 
like a spoiled kid. I cursed and kicked 
things around and raised a real rumpus, 
It made me sore that Aunt Hattie didn’t 
even object. I went and banged on her 
door and asked her why she had let you 
leave me. You know what she said: “She 
should have left you months ago. You 
don’t deserve her.” Then she turned over 
and went to sleep. I hated her guts for a 
minute. I went back to our room and sat 
on the side of the bed. I sat there for 
hours. If that’s the way you felt, I told 
myself, the devil with you. Then I began 
thinking about how sweet you'd been 
and how I'd treated you. I thought 
about how you’d stuck by me. I thought 
about what Aunt Hattie had said. I de. 
cided she was right. I read your note 
again and again and I made up my mind 
that no matter how big a fool I’d been in 
the past, I wouldn’t be one now. I didn’t 
come back right away. I wanted to make 
sure I was strong enough. The next night 
when I came home from work, I went to 
some of the old hang-outs where I used to 
drink. I clowned around with the same 
companions and I ordered great, big de- 
licious Cokes. But I was high anyway— 
high because I felt like a man for the 
first time in a long time; high because you 
had promised to forgive me when I was 
ready. I’m ready, baby—like a bunch of 
mad dogs.” 
This time my tears were tears of joy. 
It seems like centuries have gone by 
since those nightmare days when Vern 
Johnson, today one of the celebrities of 
show business, was a hopeless alcoholic. 
Actually, it’s only been a few years—a 
few years during which Vern worked in 
Dad’s office in an obscure little position 
until, gradually, he earned the right to 
move up into a decent job. I worked at 
Backer’s Florist and, three nights a week, 
Vern took me to rehearsal. He had gotten 
his combo back together and even they 
sensed in him a new resolve, a burning 
ambition. Instead of getting our own 
place. we decided to put all our savings 
into uniforms for the men, new arrange- 
ments and other music. Three years ago, 
Vern began playing dances for local so- 
cial clubs. Then an agent from one of the 
major offices heard him. He went on a 
nationally-televised show and the big break 
came—a record deal, more bookings in 
top spots than he could handle after his 
big record hit the top of every poll. 
Often, over champagne, Vern and I 
laugh and talk about those awful days. 
Oh yes. I drink a bit every once in a while 
now. I can enjoy a drink every so often 
because I feel so grateful watching Vern 
lift a glass to his lips, knowing he’s drink- 
ing only casually—not because he has 
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Not Ready For Marriage 


(Continued from Page 21) 


heen working for almost a year now and 
all through high school we’d had _part- 
time jobs—me a messenger boy; Selma, 
baby-sitting and working as a soda jerk 
in a drugstore fountain. We weren’t kids 
by a long shot. In a poor family of several 
children, nobody got much attention; each 
kid learned to hustle for himself quick 
and stand on his own two feet. 

| was nervous pressing the doorbell and 
that made me mad. Selma’s folks could 
always make me feel like dirt under their 
feet, and yet they weren’t any better than 
my folks. Selma’s father worked in a 
factory same as mine did. 

Selma opened the door. I thought she 
was beautiful. She had long dark hair 
that had a natural wave in it, and her 
eyes were large and sparkling; her mouth 
was wide and kind of sullen and fascinat- 
ing. Maybe especially fascinating to me 
because I knew how it could come to life 
under my lips; I knew there was no hold- 
ing back in Selma when she kissed a guy 
she liked—me. Now her eyes were so dark 
they looked back and they were filled with 
angry rebellion. I recognized the look. 
She always got that way when she was 
quarreling with her parents—sometimes 
with me. Her mother glared at me for a 
moment when I walked in, then she turned 
back to her ironing. Her father was sitting 
in his stockinged feet reading the paper. 
“H’lo, Jake.” he muttered. Two of Selma’s 
sisters were sitting on the floor playing 
with paper dolls. 

“T’ll just get my coat,” Selma said. I 
nodded, wishing for over the hundredth 
time that Selma would meet me down- 
stairs or at some corner or drugstore, but 
whenever I suggested it, she always re- 
fused. “You'll come for me and like it,” 
she’d say stormily. “And so will they. I’m 
not ashamed of you. And after all, they 
are my parents. They just don’t under- 
stand, that’s all. Maybe I’m more of a 
handful than other girls, I don’t know. 
If I am, it’s their fault as much as mine. 
And the fault of the world, too.” She’d 
shrug her proud shoulders then. “I didn’t 
ask to be born of poor parents. I didn’t 
ask to be born without a decent chance.” 

I didn’t always know what to say when 
Selma talked like that. I had reason to be 
bitter, too, but I wasn’t. Maybe that’s the 
difference when you come from a family 
where your father jokes when things go 
wrong, laughs at disaster and goes on with 
agrin. Sure, that was all right in its way, 
but if your old man had no ambition, if 
troubles brought only a laugh out of him 
with no determination to keep the same 
trouble from coming back, then you 
couldn’t call him a Number 1 kind of 
father, either, even though you were fond 
of him and remembered good times with 


Sometimes, too, I got kind of scared and 
worried that I could turn out to be just 
like my old man because I worked in a 
factory and liked it all right, and didn’t 
feel too ambitious. All I wanted out of 
life was to marry Selma and have us a 
home of our own someday with plenty of 
the modern conveniences—and four or five 
kids. I figured with that, I’d feel like a 
king. But maybe I had the wrong outlook. 
Maybe if I was going to school and study- 
ing to make something of myself, Selma’s 
folks would look at me differently. 

“Look, you bring her in at a decent hour 
now,” Mrs. Trector said when Selma came 
out again in her coat and we were leav- 
ing. 

That got me somehow, more than it had 
before. Maybe it was because I’d heard 
them picking on Selma as I'd come by. 
“You don’t have to worry about Selma 
when she’s with me, you know that,” I said 
angrily. “Even if she stays out all night. 
And maybe tonight, I will keep her out 
till the dawn comes out. I don’t happen 
to like your attitude toward me, Mrs. Trec- 
tor. I never have.” 

Selma was pulling at my arm to go. Mr. 
Trector looked up from his newspaper. 
“You do as Selma’s mother says, Jake,” he 
said mildly. In that household, it was Mrs. 
Trector who wore the pants. 


Selma got me out of the door then. 
“Don’t you start talking back, too,” she 


said to me when we were out in the hall, 
annoyance in her voice. “It’s bad enough 
as it is.” 

“A guy can take so much,” I muttered. 
“As if I'd ever harm you. They know I 
want to marry you in a couple of years. 
They know I’ve been crazy about you ever 
since we started going to high school. 
What’s eating them, anyway?” 

She sighed. “You know what, Jake. 
You’re just too poor.” She looked at me 
and her eyes weren’t angry now, but 
shining. She patted my cheek. “But that 
doesn’t make any difference to me, Jake. 
You’re my guy. You always have been.” 

I held her hand tight as we went down 
the street and I led her proudly to the car 
I'd borrowed from a friend of mine. “In 
style tonight, honey. We'll go to the city, 
huh? Dancing, maybe, if you’d like.” We 
were both crazy about dancing, and I had, 
to admit that on the floor we couldn’t be 
beat. How many times during a fast 
jitterbug in the old high school gymna- 
sium, all the other kids would give us the 
floor and watch wide-eyed as we really 
showed them what jitterbugging meant 
when it was done by two hep people. 

“Oh, Jake, that sounds swell,” she said. 
“Only—only I guess tonight of all nights 
I ought to be home—” here her eyes got 
dark again and her wide pretty mouth 
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twisted bitterly—‘“at a decent hour,” she 
finished with a touch of sarcasm. 

I shook my head stubbornly. “Tonight 
you're getting home at dawn. I mean it, 
Selma,” I said. “I mean it this time. [ll 
get you home when I feel like it, when you 
really feel like going. I don’t give a darn 
what your mother said.” 

Suddenly her eyes flashed excitedly. 
“Okay. Jake. Tonight we’ll do it your way. 
After all, we are an old engaged couple.” 
She grinned. “Jake, you’re cute. You got 
a haircut—and I like that tie. Brings out 
the blueness of your eyes. Irish blue, 
honey—my guy.” she murmured softly. 

I drove with two hands but her fingers 
were cradled on the wheel under one of 
them and she sat so close beside me you 
couldn’t put a needle between us. 

We liked going to Broadway to one of 
the dance halls there, only we didn’t get 
much chance to do it, only on special occa- 
sions. It took too long by subway and 
there was always that damn watch ticking 
away the minutes too fast. Some parents 
didn’t understand what it was to be young 

and in love. Parents like Selma’s. 

We didn’t miss a dance and it was 
pretty wonderful every minute—Selma in 
my arms—and forgetting about the way 
her folks picked on her for dating me, en- 
joying ourselves so much that we didn’t 
think about the year or two or three we'd 
have to wait before we could get married. 
It wasn’t easy. saying good night, keeping 
ourselves under control as we kissed. Sel- 
ma was a good girl and I wanted her that 
way. I wanted to wait until we were 
married so that we could start out right 
and have everything decent the way it 
should be, but sometimes it wasn’t easy. 
Not when I knew Selma was as crazy 
about me as I was about her. so that some- 
times it had to be up to me to remember 
to put on the brakes. I guess in a way 
Selma needed love more than I did. It’s 
harder on a girl when her parents pick on 
her so that she gets all mixed up. 

We stayed until the orchestra played the 
last dance and then we went to one of 
those ham-and-egg places and ordered 
their special, then finished with coffee and 
the gooiest dessert we could see. “You’re 
spending like a rich man,” Selma teased. 

“Who cares?” I grinned. “I got paid 
today.” 

“You have to save, you know,” 
thoughtfully. “If we plan to get mar- 
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? 


she said 


ried... 

“We'll get married, honey,” I said. 
“With all the trimmings, too, just the way 
you want it.” 

Selma was a doll when she talked about 
our wedding. She’d get dreamy-eyed and 
the softest glow would shine up her face, 
especially her eyes. “Six bridesmaids,” 
she’d plan. “They’re all going to wear 
pale blue—like the color of the sky, you 
know. And Sissie and maybe your little 
brother Tony will carry flowers or my 
train or something. Then we’ll rent a hall 
and have a big dance and maybe a hun- 
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dred or two hundred people. Oh, we will, 
won’t we, Jake? We'll be able to afford 
it, won’t we?” 

I wasn’t so sure of that but if that’s the 
way she wanted it, heck, a girl only got 
married once, didn’t she? “It’ll be just the 
way you want it, honey.” And I'd get to 
dreaming. too. “You'll be something to 
look at in your white wedding dress, 
honey. You’re a dream in anything white 
anyway. you know. Gosh, everybody will 
be looking at my girl! And I'll be so 
proud I—why, I'll just be the proudest 
guy there.” 

“And I'll be the proudest girl, honey,” 
she’d whisper back. “I will, Jake. I 
really will.” 

“T know, honey,” I’d say. “I know you 
will. It’s going to be all right. The wait- 
ing’s the hardest part, but after that it’s 
going to be all right, honey. Just you wait 
and see.” 

I'd told her I was going to keep her out 
until dawn and I didn’t change my mind. 
We drove out to Coney Island then and 
got out of the car and walked along the 
boardwalk. It was cold and the wind was 
pretty strong out there, but she didn’t say 
she was cold and I knew she was enjoy- 
ing the walk as much as I did. We were 
the only two people there and the waves 
were beating pretty hard against the rocks 
and coming up over the sand and the 
lights were like little stars in the distance. 
We could see the real stars, too, and even 
the moon was full this night and golden 
looking. 

“Darling, this is such a lovely night.” 
she whispered. “It’s as though—as though 
all of this belongs to us. You know what 
I mean, Jake?” 

Yeah, I knew. Wi:): only the two of us 
being there, we could pretend all right 
that the whole wide ocean and the sky 
filled with stars was just for us alone. 
Suddenly we stopped and I turned her to 
face me, and then I was kissing her and 
her arms were tight around my shoulders. 
It was probably because we were so alone 
and the night was so beautiful and we 
were trying to forget her nagging parents 
that I kissed her so hard, so hungrily and 
she kissed me back the same way. “Dar- 
ling, darling,” I kept saying over and over 
and there was a kind of sob in my voice 
and it seemed that I couldn't get enough 
of her sweetness and softness. Her voice 
was broken, almost a whisper. “I love you, 
I love you, I love you.” she kept saying. 
“Oh, Jake, I can’t bear it—I love you so 
much.” 

It was her tears wetting my cheek that 
brought me to my senses. I held her away 
from me. “Tonight I want you so much, 
darling,” I said. “I want you so much.” 

“IT know, Jake.” she said softly, honestly. 
“I know. I feel the same way.” 

I shook my head. like a guy waking 
from a deep sleep. “I'd better take you 
home. That’s what you really want me to 
do, isn’t it?” 

For a moment she didn’t answer, just 


kept staring into my eyes. Then she 
nodded. “I—TI guess so, Jake. I mean. yes, 
Only—only how is it going to be, Jake? | 
mean, waiting and waiting . . .” 

“Maybe we should just elope, honey, 
Maybe that’s the way to do it.” 

She laughed bitterly. “With the money 
we make! And then in a year, we'd have 
a baby. That would be just our luck. And 
always there would be bills—on the furni. 
ture even that we’d have to buy on install. 
ment. What kind of marriage would that 
be? Could our love take it?” 

“Some kids have done it,” I said 
thoughtfully. “Some of them make it 
work.” 

She shook her head. “I’m no angel, 
Jake. I’m too—too rebellious. It would 
get me down. I wouldn’t want it to, but it 
would, Jake. You know it as well as | 
do.” 

I sighed. She was telling the truth. She 
had a temper and she had moods. Being 
married to her wouldn’t be all peace and 
quiet, but I wasn’t afraid. I knew what 
she was like in her sweetness and her tem. 
pers didn’t last—they weren't hateful or 
mean, only confused and rebelling. If she 
were happy. if she had enough good things 
in her life, she’d have less cause to rebel 
and she'd be all right. I was willing to 
stake my life on that. 

“We'll wait, honey.” I said. “Come on, 
we're driving you home now. It’s late 
enough. If your folks weren’t so—I mean, 
if they were willing for you to date me and 
not worry so much about what was going 
on—what I’m trying to say is, I don’t think 
we'd feel so desperate for each other.” 

It came out all conglomorated what | 
was trying to say. but she understood. “1 
know, Jake.” she said and cradled my 
hand against her cheek for a minute. “But 
we just won’t let them get us down. will 
we? Az long as we feel this way and know 
thet ning on the outside can hurt us.” 

Ii ss. tour when T left Selma at the 
aporisscut. “IT hope there won't be 
tro’ | .° LT said a little anxiously. “You 
call usc if there is. I'll come over tomor- 
row and tell them it was my fault.” 

She looked a little worried. too. “T'l 
make out, I guess.” she said, trying to aet 
unconcerned. 

I slept late the next day and it wasn’t 
until sometime in the afternoon that I 
phoned her. Her mother answered. Fora 
minute I couldn’t understand her. She was 
half crying and yet she was angry. too. 

“You—you no-good heel,” she cried. 
“Selma’s gone. packed and gone. It’s your 
fault. I told you to leave my girl alone. 
Bringing her home the hour you did— 
who knows what happened? Now she's 
gone. I told you—” 

“Gone?” I put in then, scared. “What 
do you mean, packed and gone? What did 
you do to her? Where did she go?” 

“I don’t know.” she said. “She just 
said she was leaving—we had a big fight. 
It’s all your fault.” 

“Look, I’ll be right over,” I said. “Then 
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you tell me everything. I'll be right over 

| was pretty anxious as I walked the 
eight blocks there, almost running. Where 
ast) Selma have gone? Why in the world 
hadn’t she phoned me? I'd told her to call 
if there was trouble. 

Mr. and Mrs. Trector both looked as if 

they'd liked to kill me when they answered 
the door to my ring. “I told you to leave 
her alone,” Mrs. Trector screamed. “I told 
you.” 
‘Mr. Trector took hold of her arm. “It’s 
too late for that now,” he said. “Do you 
know where she could have gone?” he 
asked me. 

I shook my head, bewildered, 
scared than ever. “No. She didn’t even call 
me and I don’t understand that.” 

“We called Leila (that was her best girl 
friend), but she didn’t hear from her, 
either,” Mrs. Trector said then, tears 
streaming down her cheeks. “We don’t 
know what to do.” 

“She'll be all right,” I said with more 
confidence than I was feeling. “Tomorrow 
you'll probably hear from her—or she'll 
be back.” 

“Look, if she calls you, let us know at 
once, will you?” Mrs. Trector said, and 
she was almost pleading. “At once, do you 
hear?” But I guess I was mistaken. She 
hated me as much as ever. “I'll call you— 
at once,” I promised. There didn’t seem 
to be any point in my hanging around so 
Iwent home. Selma might just call me. I 
was sure she’d get in touch with me if 
she really planned to stay away more than 
aday or so. It just didn’t make sense, her 
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It was almost twelve when I got to the 
Union Station in Washington and I called 
Selma from one of the booths there. She 
was so surprised she couldn’t believe I was 
actually only a few minutes away from 
her. 

“Why’d you come, Jake? I’m not going 
back. Did my parents send you? Did you 
tell them of my letter? I haven’t written 
them yet.” 

“Whoa there,” I said, laughing. “Give 
me a chance to talk. One at a time, hm? 
No, I didn’t call them but if they get in 
touch with my folks, Ma’ll tell them I 
went to Washington to see you. That’s all. 
Look, if it’s going to take time to persuade 
you to come back with me, I'll have to get 
a room for the night. I’ll be at your hotel 
in a few minutes. Get dressed, Selma, so 
that I can see you.” 

“I’m dressed,” she said shortly. “I 
haven’t been to bed. I’ve just been sitting 
by the window—so miserable and—just 
not wanting to go to sleep. It'll be swell 
seeing you, Jake.” 

“Same here, honey. Look, we’re wasting 
good time on the phone, I'll see you as 
quickly as a cab can get me there.” 

When I arrived at the hotel, I checked 
at the desk first and was lucky enough to 
get a room. Then I went up to see Selma. 
As soon as she opened the door, she came 
into my arms and started sobbing. I let 
her cry, patting her gently on the back. 
“Honey, it’s not that bad. Honest, honey, 
it’s okay. Your folks want you back. In 
their own way, they’re pretty crazy about 
you, I guess. And plenty worried. Why’d 
you pull such a fool stunt, anyway? Why 
didn’t you call me? I told you to if there 
was trouble. Why didn’t you call me, 
honey?” 

“T don’t know,” she said brokenly. “I 
was so mad—so awfully confused. 1 
couldn’t think straight. I just knew I 
had to get away. I—I didn’t want to get 
you into trouble, I guess. You know how 
my folks think about you already.” 

“They want you back, Selma. You don’t 
want to stay here, you know that. Come 


back and try it again, honey. If they 
aren’t any different now—” 
She shook her head. “I don’t think 


they'll be different, Jake. I honestly don’t.” 

“You’d think so if you’d seen 
worried they are. Your mother kept cry- 
ing the whole time. Give in this once, 
honey. As I said, if it doesn’t work out—” 

We talked for quite a while but she 
wouldn’t agree to anything. She’d listen 
and then she’d cry like a 
broken-up little girl, and then she’d shake 
her head as if nothing I said could pos- 
sibly make any difference. Finally I said, 
“You’re tired, honey. Go to bed now. I'll 
see you in the morning for breakfast. May- 
be things will look different to you then.” 

In the morning I did manage to per- 
suade her to go back with me. “Honest, 
honey, if they keep nagging you, I'll help 
you get away this time. But try it—just 
once more.” 


how 


some more, 





I went with her to face her folks. I was 
sure they'd be grateful to me for bringing 
their daughter safe to them and that may. 
be they’d treat me differently, with a littl 
respect. What a surprise I was in for! 
They’d called my folks and they’d learned 
that I’d left for Washington the night be 
fore, when they saw me with Selma the 
next day—knowing I had been in Wash 
ington the whole night—they assumed the 
worst. “You dare to face us now!” Mrs, 
Trector cried. “Where do you get all that 
nerve, anyway, you—you no-account, no 
good boy?” 

Selma glared at her mother. “Now 
what’s on your mind, Ma? If it hadn' 
been for Jake, I'd never have come home 
in the first place. What in the world’s 
bothering you now?” 

“You—you little hussy,’’ her mother 
snapped. “Don’t talk back to me. First 
that other time coming home at 4 o'clock 
and now both of you in Washington over 
night. Don’t try to tell me nothing hap. 
pened.” She turned to me then, crying 
shrilly. “What will the neighbors think— 
they gossip enough about you coming over 
night after night as it is!” 

“They wouldn’t think anything if you 
didn’t yell so much,” Selma put in. “They 
can hear you down the whole block!” 

“You be quiet,” Mrs. Trector warned. 
“And you—” she turned to me _ again, 
“don’t you dare come here again. Leave 
my girl alone. I mean it this time, Jake. 
I don’t want you around here. I'll see to 
it Selma stays home nights until the right 
man comes along for her. Not you, Jake! 
I won’t have you wasting her time—keep- 
ing her out nights, ruining her reputa- 
tion—” 

I was mad clear through. “I’ve never 
touched Selma in the way you mean, Mrs, 
Trector.” I said. trying to stay calm. “I 
happen to love her. I happen to want to 
marry her when we can see our way Clear 
to marriage. I don’t—” 

“Marry her?” she cried. “You'll never 
marry her. Now get out! Hear? Get out, 
I said.” 

I looked at Selma, white-faced, beaten. 
She stared back at me dully. “You'd 
better go,” she said quietly. “I can’t take 
any more of this.” 

I nodded. I knew she was right. She'd 
had several bad days and I was afraid she 
was at the breaking point. I sure was mad 
though as I walked out. mad at her stu 
pid, screeching mother for assuming the 
worst, for trying to keep apart two people 
who loved each other. I went over toa 
bar then and got pretty stinko. That way 
I didn’t have to think. I forced myself to 
talk to some of the guys I knew so that! 
could shut out the whole horrible scene. 
But stay away from Selma? Why, | 
couldn’t do that. I’d be lost without her, 
no good. 

I was drunk enough to fall asleep 
quickly that night, without much thinking. 
But when I awoke the next morning the 
whole thing was right there with me, and 
still no solution in sight. 
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I didn’t call Selma that day, not even 
at the factory where she worked. I was 
sfraid it might upset her. Maybe she 
youldn’t be able to get out that night, and 
it would only make us both feel more 
awiul. I let the next day go by, too, hang- 
ing around that evening at the bar again. 
Jeven tried to flirt a little with a smooth- 
joking redhead who was giving me the 
come-on, but when it came time to leave 
[left alone, even though I knew she’d be 
willing to come along with me. It was 
Selma I wanted, Selma’s arms around me, 
Selma’s kisses. 

I couldn’t stand it any longer the next 
day. I phoned her. 

“Oh, Jake,” she said. “Oh, Jake,” just 
that. 

“Selma, I’m going crazy,” I said. “I 
thought it would be easier not to call you 
for a few days, but I just had to today. I 
just had to.” 

“I’m glad, Jake,” she said brokenly. 
“It’s awful. They don’t say anything any 
more—but they look plenty. Still, I guess 
the quiet in the house is a relief for a 
change—only I miss you terribly.” 

“Me, too, honey. Me, too,” I said. “Can’t 
we see each other somehow? Can’t you get 
a girl friend to invite you over—and then 
Ican pick you up there? Just for an 
hour or two even. We've got to see each 
other, honey.” 

“I don’t know, Jake,” she said uncer- 
tainly. “Maybe Leila would do it. But I 
guess it'd be better to wait a couple of 
days more to be on the safe side.” 

“Okay, honey. I don’t want to get you 
into any more trouble. But only a few 
days—I want to see you bad, Selma. You 
know that, don’t you?” 

“Sure. It’s the same way with me.” Her 
voice dropped to a whisper. “I love you, 
Jake. I always will. There can’t be any- 
ene else.” 

“I love you, too, Selma,” I told her. “I 
don’t want anybody but you. Want me to 
call you again tomorrow or what? I'll do 
whatever is easier for you—” 

“Look, I'll talk to Leila, Jake. 
what can be arranged. The minute I can 
get away, meet you there, Ill let you know. 
How’s that?” 

“Okay, honey. Only make it soon.” I 
sent her a kiss over the phone, and then 
hung up, almost feeling fine. At least I'd 
see her soon. Maybe we could figure some- 
thing out. But what. I thought. my spirits 
going down again. If only we were a little 
older, if I had some money saved up . 

Selma called that Friday. She 
sounded so happy she almost sang the 
words. “Leila’s a sport.” she said. “She'll 
do it. She came over last night—we’d 
planned it over the phone. She asked my 
mother if I could go to a church dance 
with her, then stay the night. Oh, Jake, 
think of it—we have the whole night! Ma 
said I could go. For a minute I wasn’t 
sure—she kept looking at me long and 
hard, then I guess she felt kind of sorry 


I'll see 


me 


for me. She said okay. Jake, isn’t it 
wonderful.” 

“Honey, it’s a miracle, that’s what it is,” 
I cried. “Oh, darling, only a few more 
hours . . . Look, I'll meet you right after 
work. You don't have to go home first, 
do you?” 

“No. I brought the things with me I'll 
need for the night. Ill be waiting, Jake. 
You hurry after work.” 

Well, I'm telling you I was one happy 
guy that day, whistling and slapping guys 
on the back. You'd think I was getting 
married or something, or had just become 
a father . 

Somehow the hours went by and it was 
quitting time. One of the guys drove me 
down where Selma worked. He knew some 
of the story and seeing how anxious | was 
not to waste a minute, said he’d do a good 
deed and play Cupid. When he saw Selma 
waiting for me outside the building, he 
looked at me and grinned. “She’s a dish, 
all right. I don’t blame you.” He pulled 
the car to a stop. handed me the keys. 
“Here, you keep the car. You need it to- 
night more than I do. Just bring it back 
tomorrow in one piece.” 

“Hank. youre okay.” I said huskily. 

“Skip it. You know you’d do the same 
for me.” 

As 1 walked toward Selma, I could 
practically feel my heart taking a nose- 
dive. For a minute we just looked at each 
other—long, hungry looks; then I was 
holding her hands tight in mine and she 
was whispering my name over and over. 

“Honey, we’ve even got a car,” I told 
her. “What more could we ask for?” 

She shook her head. “Nothing. Jake,” 
she whispered. “We’ve got it all.” 

In the car she snuggled close to me and 
I gave her a quick, hard kiss. “That’s on 
payment,” I said. “On account of there'll 
be lot more.” 

“Tl wait.” she said. “Oh, Jake . . .” 

“Let’s get out of this section, drive out 
to the island somewhere, okay? If we get 
lost—” I shrugged. “Who cares?” 

“That’s right,” she laughed. “Who 
cares?” 

We were lucky. We found a little night- 
club affair that the ocean. 
There was a jukebox and a small space for 
that was for us. 
Neither one of knew were 
eating. We preferred to dance instead, 
choosing the slow, easy numbers so that 


overlooked 


dancing and enough 


us what we 


we moved about dreamily, close, our 
cheeks touching. 

“T love you. Jake,” 
raising her head, her eyes clear, honest. “I 
love you so much. I feel like a record— 
that’s all I want to say.” 

“Honey, don’t lock at me like that,” I 
and I can’t 


she said suddenly, 


said. “There are people here 
kiss you.” 

“Maybe we'd better do something about 
it then.” she grinned. 

I nodded. but for the first time I began 
to feel a little scared deep inside. I could 
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almost hear a kind of warning bell. This 
was going too fast. There was a difference 
about Selma tonight—she was too much 
in love, too wrapped up in love. And me, 
I was only human. I loved her the same 
way. But I knew we should wait—we had 
to do things right because we might have 
to wait a long time. Only how could I 
keep remembering that when she looked at 
me the way she did—those eyes of hers so 
soft and beautiful and promising? 

We left the night club and started to 
walk along the ocean. The dark night was 
beautiful and there was something terribly 
awesome about the ocean. I couldn’t put 
it into words, the way I felt, until Selma 
did and I knew it was that way with me, 
too. 

“Tt makes you feel so—so insignificant,” 
she said softly. “All that ocean—deep and 
dark and mysterious. It’s so beautiful, 
Jake, I—I almost feel like crying. I guess 
it’s because I’m so happy.” She tugged a 
little at my arm, looked at me. “You think 
I'm silly, Jake?” 

“J think you’re wonderful, honey,” I 
said huskily and took her into my arms. 
We had so many long lonely days to make 
up on—so many. We couldn’t get close 
enough to each other; we couldn’t kiss 
enough. 

“I—I guess we should put on the 
brakes,” she said finally. 

“We should,” I said, fighting the urge 
to keep her in my arms. “We'd better go 
back, Selma.” 

But in the car, alone again, the night 
quiet and friendly around us, I couldn’t 
start the car. I took her in my arms again. 
Our kisses grew longer and deeper, more 
passionate. We both knew it wasn’t 
enough, not when we’d been starved, when 
we didn’t know when we’d see each other 
again. We hadn’t talked about our prob- 
lem, what to do about it, knowing that 
would only make us unhappy. We’d only 
looked at each other, loving each other. 
And now we couldn’t stop. 

“T want you, darling,” I whispered. “So 
very much.” 

“T do, too, Jake,” she whispered back. 
“Tt can’t be wrong—can it?—when we 
love each other so much?” 

But when it was over, when she lay quiet 
in my arms at last, I wasn’t sure. 

“I hadn’t meant it to be this way, 
honey,” I said unsteadily. “But I love you 
so much.” 

“I know,” she said quietly and I was a 
little seared of the dull look in her eyes. 
“It’s their fault,” she said bitterly. “They 
accused us—of this. Now they can be 
satisfied.” 

I took her in my arms again and she 
laid her head on my shoulder. I held her 
gently, not kissing her now. “It’s all right, 
honey,” I said reassuringly. “It’s all right 
as long as we love each other.” 

Dawn was breaking when I took her to 
Leila’s apartment. “When will I see you 
again?” I asked. 

She was suddenly sobbing, hard, heart- 
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breaking sobs. “Oh, I don’t know, Jake. I 
don’t know. After tonight—Jake, do you 
still love me? Really feel the same way? 
You’ve got to tell me—you’ve got to be 
honest with me.” 

“Of course I love you, honey—more. 
You’re part of me now, and nobody can 
change that. Your folks can’t change that, 
honey. We belong together—and one day 
they'll have to admit it. We’ve got to save 
all our money, darling, every penny. We'll 
get married just as soon as we can.” 

She nodded. “Don’t call me, Jake. 
Please. I—I’d rather you didn’t. When I 
can see you, I'll call you.” 

It wasn’t easy though when several days 
went by with no word from her. It was 
about a week later that she finally phoned. 
“I’m invited to dinner at Leila’s,” she told 
me. “I have a few hours. I have to be 
home early, though.” 

“T thought you’d never call,’ I said 
huskily. “Okay, I'll pick you up after 
work.” 

I didn’t have a car that night, so we had 
dinner and walked the streets, holding 
hands, not saying much. Finally we 
stopped somewhere for a drink and danced 
a little to the jukebox. It was almost worse 
when I had her in my arms again. I knew 
we were both remembering the other 
night, wishing that it could happen again 
and knowing that it couldn’t. 

We stole kisses as I walked her home 
but they couldn’t be more than quick 
pecks, with people always on the street. 
She stopped me when I was a block from 
her apartment building. “I'll go on alone 
from here,” she said. “Someone might see 
you—” 

I laughed bitterly. “Yeah, see you with 
that no-good Jake Hannigan!” 

“Oh, honey,” she said softly, “don’t. 
They’re so stupid—all of them.” 

“Okay, so they’re stupid. But they keep 
us apart, don’t they?” 

“This sneaking isn’t much good, is it?” 
she asked quietly. 

“What else can we do?” and the bitter- 
ness was back in my voice again. 

She sighed. “Don’t, Jake. Let’s not talk 
about it. Let’s—just be as happy as we 
can when we’re together. We have such 
little time, you know. I'll call you again— 
just as soon as I can.” 

I didn’t see her for two weeks after that, 
but we hit the jackpot that night. She 
was staying with Leila again. “Let’s go to 
that little place we went to that first night, 
Jake,” she said quietly when I picked her 
up, again in Hank’s car. 

“Okay, honey. If you really want it that 
way.” 

“Don’t you, Jake?” she asked fiercely. 
“Don’t you?” 

“You know I do,” I told her huskily. 
“You know—how I feel.” 

We were together again and we were 
happy, because both of us knew how the 
evening would end. It had to, when we 
loved each other the way we did—des- 
perately, deeply. But she was quiet again, 











later, and I knew we couldn’t go on that 
way much longer. 

“So this is what an affair is,’ 
bitterly. “In parked cars.” 

“T can’t stand it when you talk like that, 
honey,” I pleaded. “Please don’t. You 
make me feel like a heel.” 

“I'm sorry,” she said quietly. “Only— 
that’s the way I feel.” 

She called me the next week but she 
couldn’t see me. Then several days went 
by with no word from her, so I called her, 

“I know you told me not to phone, 
Selma, but I had to,” I said right off, 
“What’s the matter, honey? Can’t you get 
away?” 

“T haven’t tried,” she said. “I hate the 
sneaking.” 

“Look, honey, let me try with your folks 
again. I'll just come by tonight, demand 
to see you and—” 

“No, Jake,” she interrupted, fear in her 
voice. “I can’t go through it again. At 
least they let me alone now, don’t pick on 
me. Look, honey, I’ll see what I can do. 
I'll talk to Leila again. I'll call you soon.” 

“T had to be satisfied, do as she asked, 
But it wasn’t easy. She phoned me Fri- 
day and I could hardly recognize her 
voice. “I have to see you tonight, Jake,” 
she said dully. “I have to.” 

“Honey, what’s the matter? Is some- 
thing wrong?” My heart thudded furi- 
ously. 

“Yes,” she said. Just that one word, 
And I knew, knew without her telling me. 

She was white-faced and frightened 
when I met her. “I thought so last week,” 
she told me at once. “Yesterday I went to 
a doctor. It’s true, Jake. I’m going to 
have a baby.” Her eyes filled with tears, 
“Oh, Jake, what are we going to do?” she 
asked brokenly. 

“Get married, of course,” I said quickly. 
“Your parents can’t stop us now.” 

“No, they won’t stop us now,” she re- 
peated. “They'll just scream, I told you 
so. I told you so. I told you so.” She 
started to cry hysterically right there on 
the street. I put my arm about her. 
“Honey, please. Please get control of your- 
self. It'll be all right. We wanted to get 
married.” 

“But not like this,” she cried wildly. 
“All our life we'll remember. Maybe you'll 
even throw it up at me later—maybe—” 

i put my hand over her mouth. “Stop 
it,” I cried harshly. “You know I'll never 
say that. I love you, Selma, get that 
straight. And it’s forever and _ forever. 
What’s the matter with you, anyway? 
What made you say that?” 

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I’ve 
been so mixed-up, so unhappy. I didn’t 
want—things to happen the way they did. 
I hated myself for it—yet I couldn’t stop.” 

“We'll get married right away,” I said 
again. “We should have done it sooner— 
eloped. I should have talked back to your 
parents that same night and taken you 
with me.” 

She raised her white face and her eyes 
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dared blankly into mine. “You should 
have, Jake.” 

“We'll go see your folks right now and 
tell them. You can pack a few things- — 

She nodded. “I guess so, Jake. Only— 
I'm scared. If you knew how scared I am.” 

I tried to grin. “I’m not,” I said. “You 
just let me do the talking.’ 

I was scared, too, but I had to hide ae | 
had to be brave for the two of 1 

Jt was as awful as you par imagine. 
Mrs. Trector was furious; the old man 
seemed too stunned to say anything. 

“¥ou—you hussy,” she screamed at Sel- 


ma. “Sneaking behind my back, lying 
when I trusted you—well, you got what 


you asked for. Get out and stay out. Let 
this no-good take care of you, and don’t 
you ever come running back here when the 
going gets rough. You asked for it. Now 
get out. both of you.” 

Mr. Trector still 
though he didn’t know what to say. 


stood uncertainly, as 


“T want to tell you just one thing,” 
Selma said stonily. ‘“You—you yourself 
made this happen. We’d have been all 


right if it hadn’t been for you. We knew 


when to stop—but when you kept us 
apart, accused us of the worst—well, we 
figured what’s the use. They think we do 


anyway. But we hadn't, Ma. And we 
wouldn’t have, if it hadn’t been for you. 
Just think about that sometimes.” 

“Get out.” Mrs. Trector screamed again, 
flinging the door open. letting the 
building hear, her was so 
loud. 

“Let her pack some things at least 
Trector spoke up finally. 
“She'll pack nothing. 
Selma was crying again, 


Ww hole 
since voice 


” Mr. 


Get out!” 


looked plead- 


ingly at her father for a moment. He 
cleared his throat, walked toward her 
slowly. “I believe you, Selma,” he said. 


“Good luck, kids.” 

That was all. We walked down the hall 
to the echo of Mrs. 
shouting after us, to staring, accusing eyes 
of heads popped eut of doorways. 

I held Selma’s hand tightly, not 
anything until we were out in the street 
again. 

“We'll get married tomorrow, 
said calmly. “Tonight you come home with 


Trector’s voice still 


saying 


honey.” I 


me. I'll tell my folks the whole story. 
They'll understand.” 
“Tt’s such a wrong way to begin—mar- 


riage.” she sobbed. “How can parents be 
so cruel?” 
I sighed. 


“They made this happen. 
she cried. 


“T don’t know, honey.” 
They did,” 

“Hush, honey, let’s not talk about it,” 
I said, though I knew it “We'll 
make out. We can live with my folks for 
awhile. Ma’s always been crazy about you. 
Then as soon as we can find an apartment, 
we'll out. We 
honey all that matters.” 


Jake,’ 


was true. 


move love each other, 
that’s 
ne 

jut it won't be 
quietly. “We’re so young. 


And it’s it hasn’t been easy. 


easy, she said 


We 


true, 


had to stay with my parents for two 
months, but last week we found a two- 
room apartment and Selma is fixing it up 
with organdie curtains and bright-colored 
slipcovers. It looks kind of cozy—and of 
course Selma’s being there makes it home. 
She’s trying hard not to be bitter any 
more. and she did a 
lot of talking to Selma about love being 
more important than anything else, in spite 
of the fact that we had to get married. 
“What you do with your lives from now 
on matters more,” she told And we’re 
trying to believe that, trying hard to for- 
get the bad beginning. We love each other 
more than ever, if that can be possible, 
and I hope things will even be better after 
were a real family. 


Ma is so good to us, 





Lady Wrestler 
? 


(Continued from Page 25) 


wrestle a clean style and don’t like to be 
crowded tactics. I be- 
lieve that speed and science will win over 


into using rough 
a rough-style girl every time.” 

that although she leads a 
woman, she is 


Ethel proves 
rather unusual life for 
strictly feminine. Designing costumes and 
painting are two of her hobbies. 

Aside from the sport of it, of course, 
Ethel for money. Like 
most pros in this sport, she wrestles on a 
circuit, working several times a week. A 
popular star in the South, Ethel Johnson’s 
estimated yearly income exceeds $10,000. 
White girl champions in this sport, which 
is controlled large by Wolfe, who main- 
tains headquarters in Columbus, Ohio, re- 
portedly have earned more than $50,000 


Johnson wrestles 


yearly. 

Ethel’s opponent in the 
match covered by TAN was Babs Wingo. 
A 150-pound girl who stands 5’ 344", Babs 
is a native of New Orleans. She is a for- 
mer hat-check girl who has been described 
“all muscle.” Of her, 


As mentioned, 


as being made of 
Wolfe says: 

“Her shrewd timing and unquestionable 
strength make some other girl wrestlers 
look like puff balls.” 

Babs, also 21, likes the rough going. She 
tells about the time—when she was work- 
ing out in the early stage of her career- 
when she got her first knot on the head. 

“What a thrill,” “T showed 
it off like it was a new diamond.” 

Another time, Babs broke her collar bone 
Most girls would have given 
-the more 


she recalls, 


while training. 
up after all this, but not Babs- 
bumps, bruises, and broken bones she got. 
the more she wanted to master the sport. 

At last, she has accomplished her goal. 
Says Babs: 

“They can’t hurt me anymore. I’m the 
one who’s dishing out the bumps and 
bruises now.” 

Believe it or before Babs took up 
wrestling, her ambition was to become a 
Home Economics teacher. But after com- 
“advantages” of one profession 


not, 


paring the 











Save $100" a Year 


and Never Be ‘‘Broke!’’ 


Get Perpetual Date & Amount Banks. 25¢ a day 
automatically keeps date right up to date. Also 
registers amount saved. Forces you to save a quar- 
ter every day, or date won't change. Use year after 
year. Start saving right away. Order several. Now 
only $1.99 ppd. Personalized with brass Monogram 
in gold fin., $2.95 complete. Send cash, check or 
money order to LEECRAFT, Dept. TN, 300 Albany 
Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 


MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 
You can learn at home in spare time. 
Choice of careers: practical nurse, 
nursing aide, hospital attendant, infant 
nurse, nurse-companion, doctor's office, 
etc. Course endorsed by physicians. 
56th year. Equipment included. Men, 
women, 18 to 60. High school not re- 
Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 

CAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Dept. 7712, 25 East Jackson Bivd., Chicago 4, Ill. 

Please séead free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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PRESS AWAY GRAY HAIR 


You don’t need to tol- 
erate gray, faded, burnt, 
old-looking hair any 
longer. Gold Medal’s 
Latest Jet Black Pressing 
Compound does the 
trick while you press. 
Do it yourself or give 
it to your beautician to 
use instead of your 
usual press formula. It 
will instantly darken 
and give new color to 
your hair. Press and 
say Be-Gone to old, 
gray hair. Enjoy Na- 
tural Looking new high- 
lights and sheen. Keeps 
your hair looking live- 
lier, gleaming. Makes 
you look younger. It’s * 
easy. Try it. You can’t lose. You get enough to 
last a long time. Every cent back if you are not 
absolutely delighted with this Latest Gold Medal 
method. Just see what it will do for you. Will not 
rub off. Keeps-white, faded hairs dark till you sham- 
poo. Have lovely looking hair this easy, smart way. 
dust mark Shade you want to Try, and Mail Coupon, 


Gold Medal Hair Products, Inc., Dept.yPp-12 
Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 
MARK SHADE 
CD Jet Black $1.50 [ Dark Medium Brown $1.25 


ED Off Black $1.25 [1] Medium Warm Brown $1.25 
Plus Postage Plus Postage 
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| KNOW I WAS WRONG—Barons...... 89 
FEEL SO GOOD—Shirley & Lee......... .89 
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The Ball Game—Sister Jessie Mae Renfro .89 
LONG AS jESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet. .89 
LET’S CO TO THE PROGRAM 
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canes Will | Ever Rest—Mahalia Jackson .89 
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SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace .89 
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against the other, there was little doubt in 
her mind (she says) that she had chosen 
the right one for her. 

In her spare time, Babs paints in oil. 
She prefers classical music to jazz, and 
possesses a huge collection of Mario Lanza 
and Jan Pierce records. 


ILLY WOLFE, who controls some 60 

girl wrestlers, white and Negro, takes 
credit for introducing Negro girls to the 
sport. As one wrestling historian has writ- 
ten: 

“Some of the Southern states put up a 
terrible holler, but Diamond Billy showed 
them the girls were not only wrestlers but 
ladies, and human beings as well.” 

This is how Wolfe operates: 

He recruits a girl and pays her $25 a 
week and keep while she is learning the 
sport. After about six months, a girl is 
ready for a match. 

In her very first year, the average Negro 
girl wrestler earns $5000, which isn’t hay 
—especially when it is compared to the 
“chicken feed” paid teachers, social work- 
ers, and others whose professions are nec- 
essary to humanity. Little wonder that 





Babs does not regret she forgot all aboy 
Home Economics! 


HAT, IN BRIEF, is the story of lady 

wrestlers and the story of the girls them. 
selves. 

They are sports pioneers. They are suc. 
cessful. They travel throughout the United 
States, Cuba, and Canada to fill engage. 
ments. 

They make good money. 

But wrestling, even the “entertainment 
kind,” is a sport that emphasizes roughness 
and muscle, unfeminine characteristics, 
Once a match has begun, there is little 
place in a wrestling ring for dignity and 
finesse of carriage. It’s not like modeling, 
not even like playing golf or tennis. 

The girls in the sport like it. Many fans 
like it. As one writer said after a Chicago 
match: 

“The tremendous ovation the fans gaye 
the girl wrestlers was an indication that 
gal grappling is here to stay.” 

What do you think? 

Is this a place for women? 

Or are women going “just too far” in 
their age-old campaign to prove that any- 
thing men can do, they can do better? 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 16) 


Count’s albums bears the simple title of 
“Basie,” yet it is perhaps the most com- 
prehensive collection of his big band re- 
cordings ever packaged under one wrap- 
per. Everything typical of the current 
Basie band has been captured in the batch. 

Showcasing some sensational solo and 
ensemble work, the LP embraces eight 
offerings (Blues Backstage, Down for the 
Count, Eventide, Ain’t Misbehavin’, Perdi- 
do, Ska-di-dle-dee-bee-doo, Two Franks and 
Rails). Trumpeter Joe Newman keynotes 
the parade of the soloists, exhibiting a 
cool, clean, muted style to delightful ad- 
vantage on his instrument on Blues Back- 
stage and Down for the Count. He shares 
honors on the latter with trombonist Henry 
Coker who shows up as a brilliant execu- 
tionist and phraser of harmonic lines. 

Hottest solo efforts in the “Basie” album 
cast the band’s two young tenor sax men, 
Frank Foster and Frank Wess, on Two 
Franks. They blow torridly at each other 
in a frenzied interchange of solos on the 
side which begins and ends with them 
playing together on a tricky unison kick. 
A killer-diller type number, Two Franks 
allows the pair ample room to demonstrate 
that they both can play with the best new 
talents in jazz today. 

Wess has a solo stint all to himself on 
Perdido and doubles magnificently on sax 
and flute as he toots up a storm in a swing- 
free arrangement. He proves here that he 
has no equal when it comes to swinging 
music on the flute and his playing of the 
difficult instrument makes for an outstand- 
ing performance in the “Basie” album. 


Basie’s stock should take a big rise by 
the time the album gets all around. But 
right now he is faring well enough on 
records. Currently the biggest. seller on 
Clef, his popularity has spurred other disk. 
eries holding his masters to rush out re- 
releases of the works. RCA Victor is one 
of the outfits. It now has on the market 
a set of Basie tunes which date back to 
his 1947-50 aggregations. In the set are: 
Seventh Avenue Express, My Buddy, Mr. 
Roberts’ Roost, Wonderful Thing, If You 
See My Baby, Katy, South, Sweets, Rat 
Race, Just An Old Manuscript, Basie’s 
Basement and Lopin’. Some of the num- 
bers are gems which were never releases 
before the album. 





Hollywood 
(Continued from Page 9) 


*“Goose”’ Tatum, main box office at- 
traction for the Harlem Globetrotters, 
has announced that he will “never 
play with the Globetrotters again.” 
He and Marques Haynes, another 
former Trotter and top dribbler in 
basketball, have combined their tal- 
ents and formed a team called the 
Harlem Magicians. The new team is 
already booked for the season and 
Abe Saperstein and his Globetrotters 
are already worried. 


The singing Mills Brothers will con- 
tinue their career as a Trio, now that pop 
is definitely too ill to continue with the 
group. 

“Red” Prysock spreading the word that 
he is painting his white Cadillac Red. 
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One of the stars featured in Louis Arm- 
drong’s third jazz tour of Italy was ex- 
wife Lil Armstrong, popular pianist with 
furopean audiences. 


Sugar Ray Robinson has turned 
his talents to radio .. . the ex-fighter 
turned dancer is now sportscaster for 
a local New York station. 


Singer Billie Holiday will be next 
show business personality to have 
her autobiography published. Which 
is hardly good news for those closely 
associated in the sensational and 
ofttimes tragic life of “Lady Day.” 


Betty Jo Taylor, “Miss Bronze America- 
1955.” received a personal invitation from 
dress designer Christian Dior to come to 


Paris and model for him at a three figure 
weekly salary. 


$64,000 question in show biz cir- 
eles today . .. who will play the Bill 
Robinson role in the filmed version 
of his life story. Prime contenders, 
multi-talented Sammy Davis, Jr. and 
dancer Bill Bailey, a look-alike for 
the late ““Bojangles,”’ both claim pos- 
session of the prize. 


“Tables” Gates, who dances 
his teeth, is a make-up 
He hopes to market his 


Manny 
with tables in 
artist on the side. 
facial cosmetics soon. 

Latest addition to the Billy Ward Domi- 
noes is 21-year old Milton Grayson, former 
dancer with the Katherine Dunham group 
and a concert baritone. 





How Important Is 


each other’s looks, the touch of their 
hands, the tingle of a shared kiss, and 
the fun they have together. But after the 
wedding knot is securely tied, they are 
likely to find themselves more concerned 
with other traits in a mate’s makeup. 

A seasoned husband, for instance, is 
prone to be more interested in his wife’s 
ability to cook, to create a comfortable 
home for him and his children, and to 
conduct herself in a pleasant and credit- 
able manner among his friends and busi- 
ness associates. If she also happens to 
look like Dorothy Dandridge, it is at best 
incidental. Such a fact may, in reality, 
serve to create confusion and jealousy, for 
a beautiful woman, married or single, will 
attract predatory males, much to a hus- 
band’s dislike. 

A wife’s ideal of a husband may, like- 
wise, differ considerably from her earlier 
conception of a lover. How ardently he 
kisses is likely to become of secondary im- 
portance to his income, his temperament, 
his social status, his gambling and drink- 
ing habits, if any, his conduct at the 
bridge table or the club dance, his use of 
profanity, and his general tidiness within 
the bounds of her freshly-cleaned living 
room. 

It is generally agreed, however, that 
love of some sort is needed—indeed, even 
vitl—in marriage. As the English biolo- 
gist and philosopher Julian Huxley suc- 
cinctly put it: “Love is indispensable.” 


But under microscopic scrutiny or 
chemical analysis, the four-letter word 
“love” defies precise definition. Of the 


many descriptions offered, the poet Shelley 
seemed to have come up with one of the 
best. Wrote Shelley: “That profound and 
complicated sentiment which we call love 
is the universal thirst for a communion not 
merely of the senses, but of our whole 
nature, intellectual, imaginative and sensi- 
tive.” 





Love In Marriage? 


(Continued from Page 17) 


Shelley’s explanation, however, may or 
may not prove too illuminating for a pair 
of impatient young lovers poised on the 
brink of matrimony. Thus, studies have 
been made in an effort to map a more 
clearly defined path to marital happiness. 
These studies show there are six major 
fields for consideration when the object is 
matrimony. The six: 1) sex relations; 
2) money matters; 3) social and enter- 
tainment activities; 4) relations with in- 
laws; 5) religion, and 6) mutual friends. 
If a couple can make sound adjustment 


in four of the six areas, a harmonious 
relationship is practically assured. A com- 
pletely happy marriage would require 


agreement on all six, and failure to agree 
on at least three spells serious trouble. 

But there is a word of caution to be en- 
tered here for those seeking to make their 
marriage a six-in-one success: the ideally 
happy marriage is somewhat of a myth, 
emerging into reality for only about one 
in twenty couples. The New York Bureau 
of Hygiene found, in a study of 1,000 
women selected from all walks of life, that 
while less than 6 per cent considered their 
marriages ideal, 80 per cent were “moder- 
ately happy” and only 14 per cent were 
definitely happy. 

And despite the glowing testimonies in 
love’s behalf, a startling percentage of 
women do not marry for love. In polling 
18,000 recently-married women, the Insti- 
tute of Marital Relations found that only 
56 per cent married for love. The prin- 
cipal reasons why the other 44 per cent 
accepted husbands: 1) security; 2) fear 
of becoming an old maid, and 3) desire 
for children. however, do 
not look upon such marriages with favor. 

Most agree, that there should be 
some physical considerations made by men 
and women about to approach the altar 


Psychologists, 


too, 


May-December romances are not viewed as 
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sure-fire bets, and the outside pressures 
exerted upon interracial marriages are 
legend. Yet neither age alone nor race 
alone is to be considered the sole reason 
for not taking the marital vows. 

An excellent summing up of the whole 
proposition of love and marriage is offered 
by Paul Popenoe, director of the American 
Institute of Family Relations. Says he: 
“Love springs from a biological impulse, 
but a biological impulse alone is not a sound 
basis for marriage.” A matron of many 
years’ marital experience offered much the 
same conclusion when she observed: “At 
first it seems that sex occupies an all- 
powerful position in wedded bliss, but 
later it assumes its proper, and far less 
awe-inspiring, place in the marital cycle.” 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 15) 


long does it take a boy to learn that danc- 
ing and basketball can go very well to- 
gether if he’d only stop and learn how to 
dance as well as he plays basketball or 
football. Who learns how to dance first ... 
boys or girls? What are your very latest 
dance steps in the Midwest, South, East, 
West? Is the “chicken” outmoded now, the 
mambo old stuff? My ambition is to put a 
burning interest in Teen Talk and to make 
it a “must” on every teen-agers book list. 

In the near future, and as a follow up of 
this article your school will possibly re- 
ceive various questionnaires from me. We 
are vitally interested in finding out what the 
teen-ager actually thinks of Teen Talk. Do 
you, or don’t you “dig me monthly?” Here’s 
hoping I can get the full cooperation of you 
high school fans and start the ball rolling 
immediately. 

You “country Bumpkins” come on and 
give with the info on your latest fun fares. 
Was it a penny carnival, a stag party? 
Have you experimented with old-fashioned 
church pot luck suppers or have the 
*“Round-The-World” parties lost their fasci- 
nation to modern teen-agers? Maybe you 
know of some new party idea that would go 
over perfectly with just the right touch of 
imagination and management. Dial me in 
on your latest “happenings.” I only hope 
I’ve aroused your curiosity sufficiently so 
that you'll foresee the excellent possibili- 
ties of Teen Talk and its interesting poten- 
tialities. If it would be of any help, write 
in for questionnaires. 


Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 7) 


Dear Miss Maxwell: 

If you see your life as being com- 
plicated it is because of your inability 
to see reality, or your desire not to want 
to see things as they are. You want to 
get married and assume the role of a 
wife and a mother, and this is normal 
for any young woman. You also feel 
that each day finds you that much older 
and your chances of getting married that 
much slimmer. These are the things that 
are apparently bothering you. The most 
important, whether you know it or not, 
is that you do not have any likely pros- 
pects outside of your fiance. True, you 
are wearing the symbol of an engage- 
ment ring, but are you really engaged, 
informal or formally, in reality? If you 
think back carefully you will find that 
you probably insisted upon him giving 
you the engagement ring which served 
both of you quite conveniently. It per- 
mitted him to make advances and also 
reduced your chances of refusing. Too, 
it partially rid you of your guilt feelings, 
for after all you could always say; “why 
not, we're engaged.” Whether you re- 
alize it or not this boy or so called fiance 
has made you nothing more than his 
concubine and you have willingly ac- 
cepted the role until now. Please believe 
me, he has absolutely no intentions of 
marrying you and you probably already 
know this. I’m guessing, but I’m willing 
to wager he has told you to find some- 
body else because he’s not good enough. 
You have refused, no doubt and he is 
content to let the matter alone. Why 
shouldn’t he since he’s got his cake and 
freedom at the same time. If you really 
believe that he wants to marry you then 
suppose you face him with a definite date 
in the very near future. If he refuses 
then you know without a doubt how he 
feels, and its high time you looked for 
another more anxious male. 





The Lure Of 


Tropical Men 


(Continued from Page 38) 


age of the marriages which fail in North- 
ern countries, regardless of reasons given, 
fail because of frigidity on the part of one 
marriage partner or the overall failure of 
the marriage team to adjust to each other’s 
emotional appetites. 

The rules of society in other parts of 
the world dictate that there must be so 


oOo 
Oo 


much diplomacy, so much red tape, so 
much camouflage to love-making. Per- 
haps life would be happier and richer in 
the non-tropical areas of the world if the 
people in those areas learned the lesson 
which West Indians seemed to have learned 
—that sex is here to stay. 
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Because of the world-wide 
popularity of our standard Pen 
Pals feature, we have received 
more letters than we are able 
to print on the regular pages, 
Additional letters are printed 
here in the hope that all of our 
Pals will be receiving mail 
soon.—(Ed. Note. ) 


I am writing this letter for a very love 
ly Japanese girl who would like very 
much to correspond with Negro Pen Pals 
in America between the ages of 19 and 
25. 

She is 4'1014” tall, 113 lbs., long black 
hair, brown eyes, beautiful complexion 
and 21 years old. 

She is a graduate of Tokyo University 
and now employed as a U.S.A.F. tele 
phone operator in Tokyo. Her name is; 

Miss Yoriko Ohosaki 
8-903 Tateno Machi 
Nerima-Ku 
Tokyo, Japan 
Sgt. J. E. Harley 


This letter comes from a lady in Ger. 
many with a big request. 

I am 23 years old, typist, and not bad 
to look at. I’m the mother of two won- 
derful children. A girl 4 and a boy 2%, 
My children’s father is a colored soldier 
whom I had loved with all my heart, and 
who returned to the States three years 
ago promising to send for us, but we 
have heard not a word. 

I want to give our kids a new start, 
but most of all, I want for my children 
to have a father. I was offered to have 
the children adopted in the U.S.A., but 
| don’t want to give my children away. 

I would like to correspond with a man 
who likes children, he needn’t be rich, 
but should be well educated and have 
good character. 

Miss Cita Vetter 
Regensburg 
Hemanerstr. 16 
Germany 


U.S. Zone 


I would like to be included in the Pen 
Pal section. I am 15 years old, 5’4” and 
will answer all letters. Would like to 
exchange pictures. I am fond of music 
and tennis. 

Patricia L. Simms 
272 Walnut St. 
Buffalo 4. N. Y. 
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DEN PALS 


| would like to have female Pen Pals. 

Jam 32 years of age, 5/10”. I promise 
quick personal response to all letters. 

Robert A. Rogers 

5402 Denmore Ave. 

Baltimore, Md. 


J am a young girl who loves to write. 

J would very much enjoy receiving let- 

ters from the opposite sex between the 

ages of 16-19. A photograph is not neces- 

sary, but will exchange photo if re- 
quested. 

Arlene Gomez 

23 Barnett St. 

New Haven, Conn. 


I am a reader of TAN, age: 26. I am 
very lonely for mail as I am a patient 
in the hospital. My Pen Pals can be 
either male or female and their age does 
not matter. Will answer all mail received 
and exchange photos, if requested. 
Dorothy Mae McKnight 
P. O. Box 123 


Alexander, Ark. 


I am a young girl 19 and would like to 
eorrespond with boys and girls over the 
United States and out of the States. 
Lillie Craney 
312 Vargas Street 


San Antonio, Texas 


Iam a regular reader of TAN and find 
ita pleasure in having friends abroad. 
Will you kindly publish my name and 
address in your magazine as one desir- 
ous of having Pen Pals. 
My hobbies are fishing, hunting and 
collecting old coins. My favorite sports 
are football, broad jumping and running. 
You may be sure that | will use all 
powers vested in me to answer all corres- 
pondence from all over the world, re- 
gardless of race, creed or color. 
Edmond W. Harmon 
Booker Washington Inst. 
Kakata, Liberia 


I am interested in hearing from pals 
in the 21-30 age group. I am 21 years 
old, 5’4”, 114 lbs., and have a medium 
brown complexion. I will gladly answer 
all letters. 


Marilyn Jones 
Beacon Hill Road 


Somerset, Bermuda 








I would like to correspond with a 
young man between the ages of 30-40 in 
South America or California. 

I am 27 years of age, employed and 
very ambitious. I have many friends in 
Philadelphia, but I would like to meet 
new and interesting people. I live with 
my family. 

A. L. Gillet 
5749 Pine Street 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I would be interested in corresponding 
with some nice young man between the 
ages of 26 and 39. I am 29, 5/6”, 152 
lbs., brown skin, considered nice looking. 

Mary C. Savage 
1203 Columbia Ave. 
Pleasantville, N. J. 


I am 25 years of age, single, brown 
hair and eyes, medium brown complex- 
ion, 5/2” tall. I am desirious of corres- 
ponding with male Pen Pals who are as 
lonely as myself. Will answer all letters 
written. 

Barbara Johnson 
12 Westminster St. 
Boston, Mass. 


As a regular reader of TAN, I should 
be very much obliged if you would pub- 
lish my request for an American Pen 
Pal, (male) between the ages of 26 to 
38. I am very lonesome. I am 26 years 
old and weigh 140 lbs., light complexion, 
5'6" tall and employed as a stenographer- 
typist. My hobbies are movies, dancing 
and baseball. 

Barbara E. Stewart 
104 Duke Street 
Kingston, Jamaica, B. W. I. 


I have been reading the Pen Pal page 
for some time and began to think that if 
the people who write to you can get Pen 
Pals, I could likewise do the same. 

I am 20 years of age and would like 
to correspond with girls between the 
ages of 17-19. I am brown skin, brown 
5'8” tall. 


and sports. 


eyes anc I love music, movies 
Cpl. John W. Battles 
RA18436108 

“A” Btry. 92 AFA Bn. 
APO 613 


San Francisco, Calif. 
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GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may using mysterious 
charms? This is your 

to learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of confidential advice that & 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 
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petitors. His product has to be good 
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where the 


That’s why you can shop so confidently, 
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on top of the world?— you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 
your own back yard. 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 
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